
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



I3^^?,2,a25' 




Igarbart College ILtbrarg 



if Jiml,m}. 



^3iig.a.a25" 




IgartarlJ ttalUst ILibrarg 



LJMdjm.^ 




I 

J 



\ 



o 



N I M R O D 

A DRAMATIC POEM 
IN FIVE ACTS 



' Raphel mai amech isabi almi." 

Inferno, Canto 31. 




^■^^ 



ov/y^OLr. 



A>^ LVS 



LONDON 

WILLIAM PICKERING 

1848 







( 










t 



TO 

JOHN HUNTER, ESQ. 

TO WHOSE KINDNESS IT IS GBEATLT INDEBTED 

THIS EFFORT IS RESPECTFULLY 

AND AFFECTIONATELY 

INSCRIBED. 



J 




NIMROD. 



ACT I. 



Scene I. 
Above the Plain ofShinar, Time Daybreak, 
Chorus of Spirits with Abdiel and Abaddona. 

CHORUS. 

HE upspringing lark the dawn is hail- 
ing, 
The drowsy owl to roost slow sailing, 
Each lessening starlet pales and dies 

As Day's bright vanguards mount the skies ; 

While evil things must follow Night 

Cold sharers of her cheerless flight. 

Up, brothers, up, our watch is done ; 

On light clouds of the upper zone, 

RUows meet for our reclining. 

We may rest while day is shining. 
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2 NiMROD. ACT I. 

ABDIEL. 

What purpling streaks are yonder stealing. 
O'er the dark west new dawn revealing ? 

CHORUS. 

'Us blushing dawn, 'tis golden day. 
Enriched by some diviner ray. 
With thrilling awe, yet happy eye. 
We wait the wonder coming nigh. 

ABDIEL. 

No effort aids his quiet speed ; 

Such being effort ne'er may need: 

His rest eternal is unbroken^ 

Though shattered worlds his work betoken ; 

From wrath and fear for ever free. 

Though havoc his dread mission be. 

CHORUS.* 

We know thee now ; 

The light that flashes from thy brow 

Tells thou art come frx)m heaven our home : 

All hail. Archangel ! Wherefore come ? 

Enter Raphael. 

RAPHAEL. 

Spirits of beauty, purity, and power. 
By body prisoned not, nor to a form 
Of single semblance tied ; who at a will 



SC. I. 



NiMROD. 3 



Assume, exchange, resume all forms of earth, 
Or even, mind's high prerogative, create 
What form may best subserve his holy will. 
Whom to obey is bliss ; with knowledge too 
Of Good and 111 trusted ungrudgingly ; 
That knowledge 111 increase ; but oh ! heed well. 
With knowledge vain desires may come. 

CHORUS. 

Speak I Knowledge we desire, we need : 
Can knowledge spirits pure mislead ? 

RAPHAEL. 

Not those 
Whose simple trust, by knowledge fed, expands 
To fiill content. Your watch is o*er this world 
In second birth from Chaos. Would it were 
A birth like that, at which our Morning Stars 
Sang their glad hopes of constancy and peace I 
The old world too beautiful enticed the Fiend 
To invade it as heaven's outpost. He prevailed : 
Man's firee will, proud in freedom, found itself 
The slave of sin, the prey of discontent. 
That cavils at obedience. Sin, entered thus, 
Soon coiled around men's hearts and poisoned them. 
Until man frowned with hate on fellow man, 
Disowned the God of Love, and sought to rise 
By crushing each his brother. Watchers then 
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From heaven like you there were, hut these did look 
On earth with too intent a gaze, and half 
Forgot their Heaven. The high majestic port 
Man hrought from Paradise they stooped to envy ; 
The passionate eye, the rich voluptuous form, 
And winning grace of woman, where man's strength 
Is softened into heauty, thralled their wills, 
Till they forgot their office ; earthly thoughts 
To earthly natures Mked them and to sin. 
And they are ruined. Heavenly checks now gone. 
Or worse, become sin's adjutants, the world 
In wild excess of all triumphant guilt, 
Raged 'gainst its Maker ; who then, wearied out 
By the fierce energy of boundless crime. 
In mercy doomed it to an instant end. 
For who can say what lingering misery dire 
ControUess man may heap on man ? And yet 
The race for some high purpose was reserved. 
One ark of safety built, the world revives 
And you in turn keep watch o'er infant man. 
To me 'twas given. 
Commissioned from the dark throne of dread Power» 
The doom to execute. *Twas I who rode 
The Comet on its wild terrific way. 
Hissing along earth's orbit after it. 
I felt the shudder of the stricken world, 
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I saw the waters heaviDg from their bed, 
Vexing the heated air with stifling steam, 
Which hid the dire uproar at work below ; 
Till the winds, swift assembling, issued forth. 
And rushing o'er the ocean's rising rage, 
Grasped his erected mane, and, whirling up. 
Dashed it on earth in whelming cataracts, 
That ploughed the continents in ghastly seams, 
And burst the stony bonds of the under deep ; 
Then for a moment, the far darting scream 
Of universal dying smote mine ear. 
But as I heard, — the gathering, shattering roar 
Of two vast oceans meeting in mid earth. 
The Antarctic to the Arctic, rushing o'er the hills, 
The world's wild knell, the flood's victorious shout 
To the far Moon resounded hoarse and strong; 
Till even her seas began to heave and swell 
With ominous ambition. 

ABDIEL. 

Though Hate so rife deserved its doom. 

Some Love might linger even in nature's tomb ; 

Love willing to endure. 

Yet claiming heavenly care ; 

Love finding refuge sure 

^Mid horror and despair ? 
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CHORUS. 

Oh I say, dread agent of the all Sovereign Power, 

This world we love, even in that hour 

Of darkness, bore some traces of its birth. 

Or why do we, heayen*s creatures, still watch earth ? 

RAPHAEL. 

The coarse, rude ark, 
The feeble fabric of still feebler man, 
Whfi fe;irlc&£i launched it, strong in bath alone. 
Upon the moiiii tain-shaking waves, and rode 
Secun?^ where rocks were crushed, and islands sank. 
And billows beat the sky, and calmly rode, 
(For Ocean's Lord there bade His waves be still) 
Contained not all of virtue, such as earth 
Must virtuous call, and heaven with pitying eye 
Half owns as kindred too. But, Spirits, now 
List to the awful fate of those who dared 
Use beaveii's own weapons to uphold the cause 
Of beavea's own foe. The waters upward pressed. 
The world was drowned and silent. Then I left, 
(Its fearful duty done,) that flaming star 
To hurry on in its portentous course 
To the black margin of the Sun's domain ; 
And turned me to this globe, all ocean then, 
Its dark giay disk to other spheres exposed. 
Once mottled brightly with the silver light 
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Of mountain and of plain. As I drew near ; 
One point, one lessening point of light revealed 
The latest spot of land. 'Twas the green top 
Of yonder Ararat, for mountain tops 
Were altars then, where vegetation gave 
Her richest offerings to the nearer Sun, 
Though now the bleak domain where rigid frost 
Sits on his silent throne. There One did stand 
Alone, of all the living left to die 
The latest ; — round and round the billows surged, 
Each bearing on its horrid crest, a corpse, 
An earlier victim, with fixed staring eyes 
From swoln yet grinning face, as if it mocked 
At her still left to feel. — She heeded not ; 
Her gaze was claimed by sight of all most sad. 
The Lover fettered, impotent to save 
Her, whom to gain, the Angel lost his heaven — 

CHORUS. 

We love the beings Heaven ordains 
Awhile to mingle with earth's clay ; 
We share their joys, we mourn their pains ; 
Is our heaven forfeit, Seraph, say ? 

ABDIEL. 

Say Death was braved. 
Say both were saved. 
To bless the Love, for whose wide final sway. 
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8 NiMROD. ACT I. 

Even hate and death shall yet prepare the way. 

ABADDONA. 

Such love is not allowed. 

No single separate passionate feeling 

Of joy or care, 
For one alone itself revealing, 
To us is given. In a crowd 

Our hearts we share. 

CHORUS. 

Is such thy thought, 

By mischief wrought. 

To hring amongst us discontent ; 

Who here alone hy love, for love, are sent? 

His gracious will who made us blest 

Will keep us sinless, though we know the rest 

Of this sad tale ; — 

Death did prevail ? 

RAPHAEL. 

Earth's child there met her death, while by her side 
Floating in air, yet bound in adamant. 
The once clear spirit lay, who for her sake 
Left the pure ties which bless heaven's intercourse, 
To clothe him with the gross desires of man. 
Degrading his high nature. It was love 
Purer than man's, yet selfish, and absorbed 
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His thoughts from heaven and duty ; and the end 
Was death to both, the punishment to him 
To see her die, all helpless as he was. 
Straining with all the angel's mighty strength, 
Convulsed, but yet controlled. What death were 
I need not speak to spirits of her form, [worse ? 
Meek, but majestic, graceful as the cloud 
Which wafts in music to the throne of Love 
The prayer of child-like Faith ; nor of her face. 
Though spirit there, akin to what is your's. 
Breathed visibly, to prove Almighty power 
Can e'en the base and perishable clay 
Invest with beauty which can never die ; 
Perfect, and thence enduring. Her soft eyes. 
Dyed of the hue that boundless light assumes. 
Were turned on him, her fair hair streaming free. 
Borne on the wind that mildly floated by, 
Though just before, in its resistless rage. 
It swept the caverns of the unfathomed deep. 
Her arms were stretched out towards him, eager 

stretched. 
But not for succour ; 'twas on him alone 
Her rapt regards were crowded. How felt he. 
Her lover, the strong Cherub who ne'er knew 
His might controlled before ? Helpless and weak. 
Save in the grief that knew it could not help, 
c 
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10 NiMROD. ACT I. 

He saw the waters rising, and with them 
The deep's fell monsters gathering to their prey, 
Whom nought else could approach to offer harm. 
Cold-blooded and dull-eyed, alike impervious 
To pity as to passion, heeding not 
The spell that kindly beauty throws on all ; 
Urged by permitted fiend, these dared approach 
The spot, her feet from all else made a shrine 
Of safety, the last spot of the old world, 
Nearing the narrowing ledge with every heave 
The rising waters made. She saw them not. 
They were for his view and his punishment. 
And he was punished I As they seized their prey 
Nature betrayed her weakness in a shriek 
That burned into his being, while his bonds 
Burst with the frenzied bound he made to help 
A moment after help had aught availed. 
'Twas so ordained ! 

Their spirits met, and her*s, 
Enfranchised now from all that made her earth's. 
Might have passed by to take her lofty place 
Whence he, half earth, was banished till restored ; 
But woman's love is all her soul as sense. 
And she clung to him, though it kept her down 
While heaven's own music wooed her to approach. 
Then, sudden gifted with power's plenitude. 
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I offered either, severed, our calm heaven 
Of pure regards and passionless enjoyment, 
Where the all-claiming love they interchanged 
Softens to friendship, calmly centering all 
In duty ; or the place that is not heaven, — 
'Tis hell, for all is hell that is not heaven 
Or tending thereto, there to rest at last 
When time no more parts two Eternities. 

CHORUS. 

We saw them not among the throng 
Who hailed the respite of man's race; 
Their voices did not swell the song 
That praised the Eternal's ruth and grace. 

They were not there ! 

Where, Spirit, where 
Is spot, not heaven, where life and love are blent? 
Can love survive in hell ? 
'Tis hate alone should dwell 
In that eternal home of discontent I 

ABADDONA. 

Why could not both have soared 
And thus proclaimed the might 
Of love by all adored ; 
Love greater that for love even heaven could slight ? 

RAPHAEL. 

"Hs not of heaven 
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Such question. Love looks to our God alone ; 
All else is but reflection of that love 
Which shines on all alike. 

ABDIEL. 

O I Seraph, do not say 
Their heaven is lost ; 
O I how can love be prey 
Of him who hateth most ? 

RAPHAEL. 

Our heaven is lost to them ! 

Their heaven, they said, was sure exemption irom 

All dread of separation. 

Sighing, I urged no more 
And bade them long farewell. They did not sigh. 
But sadly, hand in hand, together took 
The darkening path that leads to the abode 
Where the Etemars frown's eternal too. 
Long, long I followed them mih pitying eye : 
Ldve has a light inherent in itself, 
Badge of its high descent ; yet their's but served 
To show the deepening gloom above, around. 
But deepest onward, whither they were going. 
I saw that once, but once, conscious of exile. 
Each faltered, shrinking turned, but as they turned. 
Each saw the other, and with stablished step 



SC. I. NiMROD. 13 

Forward they went, resigned as parted not. 
And still they wander hell's woe-peopled walks 
As they were space's solitudes. Fiends howl, 
And tear each other in a mad desire 
To scape from pain by causing further pain, 
And shriek their disappointment ; they heed not ; 
She leans upon him as she wont on earth, 
And, as on earth, still looks for nought beside. 
Yet thinks on forfeit heaven ; he sees that she 
Loves him, yet suffers, and with greater woe 
Bears his accepted doom. They love, they live ; 
Love gives a sad life even in death's own home. 
See, Cherubs, what a misplaced love may cause. 
For terrible is exile. 

ABADDONA. 

Heaven boasts that it is built on love, 
Heaven's light and life all come from love. 
Heaven blessing claims for all who love ; 
Hell holds them now, because they love. 
And He the Omnipotent doth doom 
That love with hate, as light with gloom. 
Be life in death, a living tomb- 
Be dream of light 'mid deepest darkness shining — 
Order with confusion blent. 
Say, is this beneficent ? 
Or can Love smile, such dark decree divining ? 
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ABDIEL. 

No I Humbly, hopefully we bend 
* Neath heaven's impenetrable will ; 
Secure even misery must tend 
Some gracious purpose to fulfil. 

CHORUS. 

Such love unequal is confusion here 

And discord in our pure and happy sphere. 

Such love is vain desire, 

Fruit of the fatal tree ; 

But, purified by fire, 

O I yet it may be free. 

Forbid us not to hope, 

That still within the scope 
Of heaven and justice may their freedom prove, 
And we unchidden bless the might of love. 

RAPHAEL. 

You know your duty and you do it well ; 

I chide you not — not all ; for such as you 

In duty blest and perfect, hope is not 

A thing of selfish craving. Beware I The place 

You hold, Hwixt earth and heaven, may try your 

faith. 
Be warned I — Now mark yon spiral dark-hued cone 
Which rises rudely 'gainst the drowsy clouds 
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Slow sailing hither I Hath the deluge spared 
The aspiring palace of the Giant Kings 
Of Cain's proud dynasty ? 

ABADDONA. 

The rainbow flings upon the skies 
Rain-shattered light in gaudy dyes ; 
And heavenly eyes, earth-gazing, may 
Be oft deceived by things of clay. 
In ocean-grave the Giants sleep, 
Who'd scorn yon rude, presumptuous heap : 
Some paltry fiend is prowling there 
A weaker, poorer race to snare. 

RAPHAEL. 

The fiend still tempts 
Man's craving heart, despite the warning wail 
Of seas late roaring ; till men band themselves 
Alike against their Maker and their peace ; 
Rearing this frowning structure for a King, 
That he may be their God, and they his slaves. 
Both rebels, both debased, but he the worse. 
The slave of sin slaves making. Spirits, disperse, 
Seek, find, and bring this fiend before my throne 
On Ararat's white top, where I await you. 

\_Exit Raphael, 

CHORUS. 

How dearer far 
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Than musing rest, these mandates are. 
Though through all changes we are blest. 
Yet duty still we feel is best, 
When all our aim is but for good, 
And no poor selfish thoughts intrude : 
In ever striving, working on 
The ever present prize is won. 

Glide as the silent light. 
Which gives no sound to its matchless flight; 
While the rushing air may roar in thunder 
As the lazier lightning rends it asunder. 

Now here, now there. 

Till every where 
Our rapid, keen inspection share. 

But heed well the while. 

Lest the Father of Guile 
Elude you disguised in an angeVs smile. 

ABDIEL. 

His smile is but a withering sneer 
On features wrath's hot fires still sear; 

Where sits the pride 

He cannot hide ; 
That self dependent rather would 

In solitude. 
Where gift from God may not intrude. 

For aye abide ; 
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Tban heavenly peace regsun ; 
And goads him still to conflict vaiB, 

In wild despair and pain, 
Against the might that spares the final blow ; 
For he must ever live, yet live in endless woe. 

ABADDONA. 

If all of good in life be dead, 
And death an everlasting bed 

Of dreamless, painless sleep ; 
Say, how can heaven's Lord justify 
The doom that will not let us die, 

When life we would not keep ? 
Can heaven then borrow endless pain 
From hell and yet the heaven of love remain ? 

ABDI£l4» 

Heaven's purposes our scan transcend ; 
Suffice it, all in good must end 
For those who willingly would bend 
In faith, and thence to peace ascends 

CHORUS. 

Away! away I 
Through air, through fire, 
"Where ocean heaves, where hills aspire, 
Where meadows spread, or caverns yawn. 
The home of darkness at the dawn ; 

D 
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Where icebergs whiten at the Pole, 
Or blue seas 'neath the Equator roll ; 
Where Earth is smiling in the light, 
Or where her shadow sleeps with night ; 

We seek our prey. 

Disperse! disperse! 

The Universe 
We girdle thus as swift as thought, 
Yet leave no covert shy unsought, 

Till He be found 

Detected, bound 
And captive to the Archangel brought. 

[^Spirits riscy disperse and exeunt 

ABDiEL [to Ahaddona\. 
Spirit, away ; why this delay ? 
Would'st have the sunbeams mock thy speed ? 
From this dull lethargy be freed ; 
'Tis duty's call, can duty pall ? 
Till now I never saw thee shrink : — 
Thou pausest upon ruin's brink. 

ABADDONA. 

My will upbears me not ; I pause 
Till I see merit in these laws. 
Or motive to obey. 

ABDIEL. 

I dare not listen, I must leave thee ; 
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O let not selfish pride deceive thee : 
Reject it, turn, and pray I 

lEjnt Ahdiel. 

ABADDONA. 

Why should I pray, 

Who nothing want 

That heaven can grant 

Or heaven gainsay ? 
Must I for ever praise, obey ? 
How better then than sons of clay ? 
Is toil the portion of the blest ? 
Must I thus ordered leave my rest ? 

Enter Satan, 

SATAN [^asidel. 
An idle Spirit : — I may near it ; 
Such to me is ever best ; 
All who hate command, or fear it. 
All who seek in sloth for rest. 
Or duty but as bondage see. 
End in being slaves to me. 

To Ahaddona* 

Hail I denizen of realm serene. 
Hast tired of its all changeless scene ? 
Or, to this shifting world new sent, 
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Art wearied by thy long descent ? 
Rest though sweet ere toil^s begim^ 
Is sweeter when the toil is done ; — 
How rich were rest if care and toil 
Were ne'er created rest to spoil I 

ABADDONA. 

So quick returned I No ! . Who art thou. 
Being with scathed, yet noble brow ? 
I shrink from that strange, foreign idr, 
Homeless in each light-gifted sphere ; 
That aspect wild, yet sternly sad, 
In self-sustaining grandeur clad. 
Art chieftain of that awful race 
Exiled because their soaring pride 
Oer-topp'd creation's finite space, 
And would the EtemaVs throne divide ? 
Avaunt, or tell me why art here ? 
Why on thy features sits that sneer ? 

SATAN. 

*Tis here they've sung 

Of triumphs wrung 
By good from ill, by light from dark ; 
And I have joyous come to mark 

The might, the skill. 

That mould the will 
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Of each free spirit, hither sent 
To find the truth, yet feel content. 
Full satisfied 
With faith supplied, 
Thou now may'st seize me, as thou'rt bid, 
From thy meek eyes 111 not be hid. 

ABADDONA. 

I bid I False Spirit, this to me ? 

SATAN. 

I've eat of the tree. 

And know even as thy Deity. 

ABADDONA. 

Avaunt in the name of — 

SATAN. 

— Thine own thought 
That had blasphemed, had I not caught 
And kept thee from an idle spell 
To send not me but thee to hell. 
Why should*st thou on a master call 
When thou would'st fain escape his thrall ? 
As equal friend, I'd aid, I'd save ; 
Why then thy friend thus fear or brave ? 
Brave Him who does thee wrong, 
. And know that spirits strong 
Need but the will — 
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Rc'enter Abdiel. 

ABDIEL. 

—To turn to ill 
And Satan's worst designs fulfil. 
It is the Fiend that's whispering ; 
To listen will perdition bring. 

Re-enter First Spirit. 

FIRST SPIRIT. 

He is not on the hill, nor down in the vale ; 
For the flowers are in bloom, and the small birds 

are singing 
Their shrill happy songs to the mild passing gale, 
While the sunbeams sleep soft where the young 

grass is springing. 

Re-enter Second Spirit. 

SECOND spirit. 

I sought him too where air was still, 
Where night's thick damps rose up to kill, 
And pestilence silently gorged her fill. 
On thousands borne down by unseen ill. 
And fiends were there, their eyes to feast 
On plague-spotted corpses of man and beast 
Yet a stricken child I saw recover ; 
Its mother's dying scream awoke 
A maiden just bereft of lover ; 
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From dry despair to tears she broke, 
She clasped the mfant to her heart, 
Her soft caressing eased its pain ; 
And, as the twain turned to depart, 
The fiends themselves would not detain ; 
The slaves of sin may pity share 
But not their lord. He was not there. 

Re-enter Third Spirit. 

THIRD SPIRIT. 

I dashed through the depths of the whirlpool's tomb, 
Where the broken light makes mad the gloom, 
And tortured waves wild forms assume. 

Where the sharp and jagged sunk rocks tear 
What the swift swallowing waters bear 
Down to their all-absorbing lair. 

Where the drowning creature's wildest yell, 
Mid the rush and roar, like sigh doth tell. 
And death without death's rest must dwell. 

" He is not here," the billows replied. 
As on they rushed in fierceness and pride ; 
" We do our behest, and the demon deride. 

" Thou art our ruler and thee we obey, 

"At thy command we rush or stay : 

" But no demon need to urge on our way." 
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I sought him then where the iceberg crept 
From the arctic frost by the north gale swept. 
Quelling the waves till all chilly slept. 

It neared a shore where the early spring 

The delicate blade was fashioning, 

Which soon 'neath new winter was withering. 

For wmds as they passed caught its icy breath 
That brought the pale leaflets untimely death : 
All shrivelled and brown on the ground beneath 

They spread, an unfruitful Autumn's bequest ; 

And the shivering mother madly pressed 

Her cough-stricken infant in vain to her breast. 

But the sun from the south sends the mellowing sdr ; 
The ice sinks in water, young leaves reappear, 
The infant breathes freely ; he cannot be there. 

Then I danced o*er the billows' whitening foanv 
Where air and sea to encounter come ; 
For a stormy spirit congenial home I 

He is not there, for the waters go down. 
As I pass them, and tell me not to irown. 
For their sports as yet no sailors drown. 

But ha I he is here, and beside him toa 

A being with aspect sad to view i 

Is he here the fell scene of the Fall to renew ? 
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CHORUS. 

Brother Abaddona, 

Beware the tempter, who means to draw 

From discontent a sigh I 

That sigh is sin ; 

For the heart within 

Is rebel to the Power on high ; 
Who blessing gives, and asks content, 
And all beside is punishment ; 
The Fiend's own choice, who would not be blest. 
And for cheerless freedom forfeits rest. 

ABDIEL. 

Awake I awake I thy dream is Death 
The awful pit yawns wide beneath.— 
In discontent he turns aside. 
Exchanging heaven for sullen pride. 

CHORUS. 

The conquering Fiend his silence breaks. 
To his sole truth, his pride, himself betakes ; 
But victor, victim, both must come 
And hear the Archangel tell their doom. 

SATAN. 

Ye paltry tools, with which Heaven works its will. 
Whose will, if it all potent be, were tasked 
More creditably if it worked without 
Your artificial aid, degrading power 
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(Where full result scarce waits for high command,) 

To delegated efforts and delay, 

That inarch with weakness, and prelude defeat. 

Whose fault now takes from your well tutor'd choir 

This discontented spirit ? Did I seduce. 

When all my words were but mere echoes wrung 

From inner whisperings of his craving mind» 

Impatient for its freedom ? This his fault. 

Not mine. If he be mine, his will matured 

Made him seek like> and cling to me, as one 

Who would be free in pain, not slave in peace* 

He cannot now rejoin you; you may him, 

If added knowledge swell your scanty gaze 

To see things as they are, their light and shade. 

The light the exception, and the dark the rule ; 

Wlien even the light of knowledge but avails 

To show the deepening gloom, that thickens round 

Creation's confines, and the inroads vast 

Which darkness and disorder even now 

Have made in this young world, the tokens sure> 

Of coming conquest, as its strength declines ; 

Then mayhap full reflection, discontent. 

Rebellion, independence* what you will. 

For all alike betoken what you need, 

May make you greater in your own esteem, 

Though less perchance in His who set you here. 
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And gave you powers you dare not exercise. 
I want you not, nor him ; 'tis me you want, 
And he has found me. For the rest — anon — 
With or without you, 'tis my choice to go 
Before your master, not my equal once. 
Even as you deemed us ; nor my equal now, 
For my thoughts are mine own, my will is mine. 
And I too am immortal. Him Fll ask 
Why he or you intrude now on a race 
Whose granted free wills recognise my sway. 

CHORUS. 

Must we too driven be 
To freedom based on doubt ? 
Is he, thy latest victim, free ? 
Art thou all fears without ? 
The freedom that is ours, we prize. 
The clear glad eye that never fears 
To meet from Truth's all cloudless skies 
The light that scathes not, but endears ; 
We share imeamed the beams of Love divine. 
And free, that love we*d choose, were all else thine. 

While heaven's most high and holy will 
Unasking, happy, we fulfil, 
Resistless is our heavenly might ; 
Thou knowest we can control thy flight : 
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And both with us must captive go 
Where Ararat's unchanging snow 
Flashes with radiance not its own, 
The sun's near splendours far outshone, 
For there the mighty angel waits us on his throne. 

Scene II. 

Valley at the foot of Mount Ararat, 

CusH and Admah. 

CUSH. 

Tis more than daybreak. Is our son returned ? 
The savage brutes now to their lonely dens 
Have slunk, to dream of bloody feasts, till night 
Rouse them to real outrage ; and our son, 
Who all unfearing seeks them, should rest too 
Till night again calls out his dauntless soul 
To meet and master peril. 

ADMAH* 

Would our Boy 
Shunned these too dreadful toils, and bade the earth 
Yield him, as thee, its increase. 

CUSH. 

No, I cannot 
My glorious Nimrod tell to scrape the soil, 
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Like Shem's faint-hearted race, our neighbours here, 
Who taught to me their dull and toilsome art, 
Derived from Heaven they say ; yet what avails 
The patient drudging that compels the sod, 
Or sees the flocks increase ; when, at nightfall 
Some restless elephant with clumsy foot 
Treads down the waving field, or hungry lion 
Bursts roaring through the crackling fold, bears off 
His prey, and then returns ; or, lacking that, 
Into the cottage bounds, and tears away 
The mangled infant from the bleeding arms 
Of its mad shrieking mother ? Men so young, 
So few, so scattered here and there in groups. 
With power so feeble and with skill so scant. 
To the fierce brutes must yield this beauteous world 
Bequeathed them from the Flood, but for my Boy, 
Beneath whose blows the forest tyrant sinks. 
And who unstaggering breasts the levin spring 
Of the all-crushing tiger. He hath cleared 
Our neighbour woods of all these monster pests. 
Till we now dwell secure, and mothers bless 
The mighty Hunger who assures safe sleep 
To their sweet smiling babes. His form erect 
Towers 'mid his fellows like the Giant Kings 
Of whom our Fathers told, who came from Cain, 
The elder-bom of man, and came beside. 
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If old tradition err not, from a source 
More lofty still ; when angels looked with love 
On maids, who to the grandeur and the grace 
That in their fathers shone, joined loveliness 
Akin to the angelic ; and their sons 
To heavenly heauty added heavenly power, 
Alas, not heavenly will I Ay, these were times 
When man might proudly walk, not shrink with feai* 
Or shun the presence of the potent beasts ! 
But my son conquers them, they know him lord. 
And he now proves that man's supreme, and beasts 
In him at least find master. 

ADMAH. 

I remember 
When Nimrod, then a youth of twelve years old, 
(Before, he was a thoughtful dreaming boy,) 
Saw where a famished bear in open day 
Stalked towards the cottage of a son of Shem 
Who had not even a club for his defence. 
Within, a child of three years old or so 
Was plajring at its mother's knees : — he heard 
The hoarse rough growl, the wild despairing shriek, 
The infant's scream : he started; with a bound 
He was within, the child he tore away 
Even from the monster's jaws, and grappling close 
He met its deadly hug ; both fell and rolled, 
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Till» yielding to the energy that then 
Awoke to sleep no more, the gasping brute 
Relaxed its hold ; he bounded from the ground, 
And with a massire stone dashed out its brains. 
Then, standing o'er the heaving, quivering corse. 
He turned aside and mourned, nor could the joy 
Of the fond mother for her rescued babe. 
Atone to his hurt spirit for the death 
He caused and saw. He*s now much changed I fear ; 
Stem practice hath left pity far behind, 
And killing savage beasts is his delight. 
Even Nahmah, our free spirit of the wild. 
His once light-hearted playmate, fails tq check 
His longing for the fierce pursuit of blood ; 
Though well he loves her and loves none beside. 

CUSH. 

'Tis well I In this our benefit, his fame. 
He is man's champion, he asserts our sway 
O'er those whom heaven intended for our use. 
As promised to our ancestor, when 'mid 
The parting clouds the smiling rainbow hung ; 
The pledge of peace, the deed-gift of the world ; 
To Noah and his sons alike, ere he 
In mad indulgence had too partial grown 
And vrilful put upon his youngest child. 
What may make ages of unbroken woe — 
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But hark, where Nahmah comes in wonted joy ! 
Enter Nahmah. 

NAHMAH sings. 

The summer is coming, 
The little birds sing ; 
The glad bees are humming, 
As laden they bring 
To the hive their sweet treasure ; 
O I is it not pleasure 
Mount and valley to see 
From peril set free? 
This scene full of peace, 
Of content and increase; 
Where all is possessed with a fearless delight ; 
To whom is all owing 
This joy overflowing? 
'Tis to Nimrod, the victor in perilous fight 
O'er the terrible beast. 
Whose ravage hath ceased. 
Since he lifted for us the proud arm of his might. 

CUSH. 

A kind and grateful carol, gentle girl, 
Nimrod shall thank thee too ; but Nahmah, know 
Heaven is the giver of these gracious gifts 
And claims our earlier praise. 
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NAHMAH. 

Heaven gives, we have,, 
And then the wild beast rends away the gift, 
Mayhap rends us in turn ; Heaven gave the beast 
"Which Nimrod kills, and so preserves our gifts 
And doubles them to us, since he secures 
We may enjoy them too ; so to my Nimrod,. 
My great preserver, are my earliest thanks 
Thus joyous paid. Oh I He is meant for men 
To worship, as he moves in grandeur on. 

ADMAH, 

Nahmah, beware I ^Tis sin! Our Fathers told 
How, in the Old World, men of mighty strength,. 
Called themselves Gods, and made their fellows 

kneel; 
Who kneeling licked the dust, and never more 
Beheld the bright blue sky, whence Deity 
Looks upon all alike ; and, groveling thus. 
They crouched until the rising waters swept 
Them and their fellow idols to the caves. 
Where the dark deep still holds thenu 

CUSH. 

So 'tis said. 
But those fierce giants of the race of Cain 
Were, like their fathers, tyrants of their race 
And slew their brothers.; while men abj.ect knelt, 
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Calling them Gods, firom fear ; may gratitude 
Not kneel before protection like my son's ? 

NAHMAH. 

I'd kneel if he would let me, hour by hour ; 
But he doth raise me up, and clasps me round 
Close to his mighty breast ; ^bout which is girt 
The tiger's brindled skin ; then, sitting by me, 
He tells of new achievement, dwarfing the tale 
Of yesterday's great marvel, some new brute 
Of deadlier claw or more tremendous tooth, 
With which he struggled, till it yielded up 
Its felon life ; then^ to my trembling gaze 
Of eager, thrilling joy, brings forth the spoils, 
The ghastly trophies of the decorate fight : 
Till with an awe-struck eye, I see in him 
A more than mortal strength, and in his glance 
The might of thunder, and resistless power 
Of dashing cataract, at which I tremble ; 
When, as his eye meets mme, an angel softness 
Beams in his look and fascinates, till I 
Fond-clinging find all love ; and then he smiles. 
Calls me his dearest, asks excuse for tales 
Which suit not his own maid, makes light of all. 
And bids me praise his Dog, a gallant beast, 
Which in the forest of its own accord 
Joined him against its fellow brutes, clings to him. 
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Loves him — ay even as I do, (so he says,) 
And tells how much we owe the Heaven which sent 
This hrute-ally to help man to the throne, 
Which else he would have missed o'er heast and 

bird: — 
That dog doth worship him, why may not I ? 

ADMAH. 

Love him, my child, as best of Heaven's blest gifts ; 
But for that gift to the great Giver kneel. 
The strange devotion of the, new found dog 
As lesson serves ; its humbler soul adores 
The man, its Grod ; as man his God adores. 

NAHMAH. 

Nimrod is noblest far of all we see. 

And I must worship. In my woman's heart 

I feel I must have something to adore 

As well as love ; on which my thoughts can rest 

In picturing forth the future. Save the Sun 

Which bids the blossom come, and clothes the trees 

When winter tires of tearing off their leaves, 

I see no blessing like him ; and the Sun 

Oft in his fiercer thirst drinks up the brook. 

Leaving the panting herds but fiery dust 

In which they roll in pain; while lightning darts 

Rending the forests in its scorching path 

And striking dead the woodman sheltering there. 
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Or shall I kneel to the soft coming rain. 
Which makes the shrivelled hlade again expand 
In green and freshened bloom? Alas I soon follows 
The torrent from the heaped and blackening clouds 
That swells the river till it bursts its banks, 
And flocks and herds and families are borne 
Vainly resisting on its mighty sweep, 
Till shrieking all are lost beneath its tide. 
Or shall I call the breeze my God, which fans 
My fevered cheek at even, to whose soft tones 
The leaves in happy murmurs answer sweet ? 
Lo I where the hurricane impatient roars. 
Wrenching the giant cedars from the ground, 
Which groans at the disruption ; then anon 
Flies yelling up the mountain to unbind 
Its hoarded magazine of last year's snow, 
That trembles, nods, and rushing downward comes 
With instant ruin on its awful path. 
Leaving cold silence where it rests at last. 
No, no, the good these bring, but halts before 
The fast o*ertaking ill. In him alone 
Is goodness full secured and permanent ; 
And I too am his love. My mother, thou 
Canst blame me not that I adore thy son 
Who brings but blessings from man's race to thee. 
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ADM AH. 

Ah ! fond one^ thou hast cunningly found out 
The way to stop reproof from mother's lips ; 
He is indeed my pride^ and prouder he 
Than of his triimiphs o*er our savage foes, 
Of thine all affluent love on him bestowed ; 
But look to heaven ; there, I believe, I think, 
A Being is whom all beings should adore. 

NAHMAH. 

To heaven ? My mother, oft I've heard thee speak 
At eventide, when beetles' hum was loud. 
And crickets' song began to tell our toil 
For the past day was ended, how in times 
Now severed from us by the awful flood, 
Maidens like me ambitious looked to heaven 
And idols found to love and worship too ; 
Beings of beauty far surpassing man's, 
Of strength all mastering, and of wondrous speech. 
Who wooed and won them, whence the Giant race, 
Whose pride called up the waters ; — hapless girls, 
Had they but seen my Nimrod, they had ne'er 
Looked for such beings, or, if seen, contemned 
Such misplaced love; for not in the blue vault 
That bounds our vision, where the stars are set, 
Each blazing with more radiance, as if light 
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Grew with the gazing^ is there glance as bright 
As that which my own Nimrod on me threw, 
When first he told he loved me. 
cusu. 

Peace, maiden. 
No more on that dread theme, which Heaven, they 

say. 
Brooks not even to remember. 

NAHMAH. 

I heed it not; 
Fm woman ; angels' love soars far beyond 
My humbler^ prouder thoughts. A Hero loves me, 
A man, my fellow ; no I my hope, my heaven ! 
Where is the angel who may Nimrod match, 
The mighty guardian of our days and nights ? 
Farewell I I go to seek him, and my song 
Will find sweet echoes from the little birds. 
For they too know he guards their innocent lives 
From hawk and eagle ; all our notes combined 
Shall herald back to peace his proud return 
From war that's waged for peace, and only peace. 
Sings. 
From the cedars that spread 
Their broad boughs to the air ; 
From the palm trees that shed 
Their white spoils everywhere ; 
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From the poplars that rear 
Their lithe forms to the sky ; 
From the willow-tufts near 
The blithe brook prattling by : 

I call on the ringdove, the linnet, the lark, 
I call on each glad bird that loves not the dark ; 
And deep in the glades where the shadows prevail 
I call on thee too, thou sweet rich nightingale I 

To mine join your notes. 

Your anthems raise ; 
Let joy swell your throats, 

Singing his praise. 

Who saves your loved nests, 

Who saves ours too ; 
From spoilers and pests 

To us and you. 

I hear you now ; 
From every bough. 
Your sweet notes flow ; 
Ye need no words, 
Ye happy birds I 
Leave words to woe. 

{^Exeunt. 
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Scene III. 

The Forest. Enter Nimrod and his Dog, 

NiMROD calling the bodies of a Lioness and her 
Cub, He throws them down. 

NIMROD. 

SHE was the latest foe of mine and me^ 
(The Lion died last night,) and now she fies. 
Her eyes still glazed and open, with the look 
She dying cast upon her offspring as 
I dashed it dead beside her; when, with roar 
Half choked in blood, and every muscle swelled 
With mother* s agony, so strong, almost 
To call back ebbing life, she tried to spring 
On her cub's butcher — then fell back and looked 
Despair, and died, ere she could reach the wretch 
I slaughtered in her sight. — *Twas a foul deed ! 
And yet such cub of ravenous beast, if spared, 
Might live to kill some child as I killed it. 
Even in the mother's gaze I In the dark den 
Of this fell beast I saw a small white skull. 
With some fair streaming locks of golden hair, 
That still adhering showed a hapless girl 
Had from these ruthless paws met shrieking death. 
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With none at hand to help.^ — So might my Nah- 

mah. — [^Spunu the carcass. 

Pity is weakness — ^to exterminate 
The direful race was mine, and now 'tis done. 
ThroughoQt our broad domain our maidens may 
Wander unfearing, and our infants too 
May gather wild flowers in the deepest dell 
Yet home return secure ; my kindred all 
In peace may greet, and hail me — what ? their 

• friend : — 
What need I more ? Hark, the faint sighing soft 
Of distant music swelling as it nears ; 
And now methinks each httle bird around 
Inflates its quivering throat to join the strain, 
Tin all is gladness and sweet melody, 
Nature's familiar voice when, outrage o'er. 
She breathes once more in freedom. Sure she 

comes. 
My Nahmah, for no voice but hers can call 
From every gentle thing an answering voice 
Of modest emulation. Lo, she comes I 

Enter Nahmah. 

I knew thee, Nahmah, long ere thou wert seen ; 
For music came with thee from distant trees. 
Of leaf in softened whisperings greeting leaf. 
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As each a friend had met ; the gladsome birds 
Hailed a new sun, awaking to new joy ; 
And even my dog, who last night in the wood 
Pinned to the earth a raging buffalo, 
And held him till the bellowing brute was spent. 
Scarce needing then the thrust which ended him. 
Crouched down and licked my feet, as now he does 
The ground thy feet have blest. 

NAHMAH. 

Nimrod, I called 
On all the creatures who delight in peace. 
On all who fear oppression, to announce 
With me thy blest return, for as thou com*st 
Peace and security still follow thee 
To find their home with us. — My Saviour, God, 
O let me kneel to thee ! 

NIMROD. 

I'd kneel to thee I 
For thou art to me as my iearlier thoughts, 
When no sad memory sat upon my mind 
To tell of slaughter. Thou art safe and free ; 
Yes, this pays all and more than I have done. 

NAHMAH. 

My Nimrod, must I chide these errant thoughts ? 
Think on the bliss thou hast given, the peace as- 
sured, 
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The infants saved and joyous — wbat is this ? 

[^Sees the lioness. 
Ht)w dreadful clenched the lipless, frothy teeth 
Of this dead beast I-^It has not torn thee, Love ? 
Oh I tell me thou art safe. 

NIMROD. 

'Twas but a beast ; 
Such now hurt not. 

NAHMAH. 

That little weakling there ? 

[^Sees the dead cub, 

NIMROD. 

The lion's cub, that when to lion grown 
Would have made havoc, as its father made. 

NAHMAH. 

And slain beside its mother — did she see, 
Even savage as she was, her offspring die ? 

NIMROD. 

She did. 

NAHMAH. 

Oh Nimrod I could'st thou slay before 
The mother's face the cub she bore and reared? 

NIMROD. 

Tell me not of it I Now thou bring'st again 
My dismal thought that I am ruthless grown. 
And yet this cub if spared and grown to strength 
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E*en thee might tear— devour — 

NAHMAH. 

Forgive me, Love, 
Thy hard necessity I own ; 'twas right — 'twas right. 
Yet keep that pity — ^keep that causeless grief 
As shield 'gainst hardening habit. Let them lie — 
It is a piteous sight* 

NIMROD.. 

I'll bury both. 
The mother desperate died to save her young — 
The vultures shall not tear them. 

NAHMAH. 

Nobler far, 
Thus from thy wrath relenting, listening to 
Soft pity's call, than when unmatched in might 
Thy path was strewed with victims, — come my Love. 
Ay, bound along, and round, thou trusty friend ! 
And be for ever happy at our home : 
Sing, sing, ye warblers, give us welcome too. — 
I'm wearied with much joy, let me lean thus, 
Yes, ever thus secure upon thy breast. 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. 
The summit of Mount Ararat, 

RAPHAEL. 

THE green Earth greets the Sun, and proudly 
wave 
Her forests m the breeze ; yet how unlike 
The richer world of wonders buried now ; 
When hill as holm incessant harvests gave 
To the high statured race, whose lasting youth, 
Through vigorous centuries prolonged, defied 
The unpractised dart of Death I Now shrunk and 

weak 
Though beauteous still, the Earth in constant change 
From drought to rain, from genial heat to cold. 
Finds her own powers impeded, and her sons. 
In fleeting lapse of few succeeding years, 
Spring, ripen, and untimely die, or e'er 
They feel a home in this their world, unfit 
For full development of all their powers. 
Here latent, but reserved to be enjoyed 
When they make good the purpose of their being, 
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Gaining their Maker's smile. — But how may man 
Here of himself deserve, secure that smile ; 
Achieve redemption from his evil thoughts, 
Or purchase pardon for the swarm of sins 
With which each hour is blistered, all derived 
From discontent, the fruit of knowledge -stolen 
Even from the casket which Almighty Love 
Had locked and barred in vain ? As vainly now 
Can man abjure, or use the knowledge got. 
Or by it solve the problem upon which 
His awful Future rests ; — « that Rigid Law 
" The fount as effluence of Almighty Power, 
" Demands sin's due ; 'tis death ; yet Parent Love, 
" Which is fount, effluence of that Rigid Law, 
" Wills not that sinners die." To find this out 
I'd tax, risk all my powers. — 'Tis not forbid 
To pluck this fruit of knowledge from the tree 
Which Love had planted in the dark Abyss 
Before Creation rose ; but this blest fruit 
Is placed beyond even my wide-reaching hand 
And scorns the grasp of finite power I — I wait. 
Gladly relying till Heaven all reveal ; 
Meanwhile my mission serve, and curb the Fiend, 
Whom I may not dismiss. — Man bids him stay. 
Man's free will must admit temptation's right 
To cope with better promptings from our heaven ; 
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Till all be right resolved. — ^My Spirits bring Him, 
And bring, too, One now fallen — alas, my Brother! 

Enter Spirits with Satan and A&addona. 

ABADDONA. 

The stronger power to thee is given, 

Be mine the clearer sight ; 
Nor deem me rebel to thy heaven. 

If I assert my right. 

Is it a sin, that we must think--*- 

Our attribute of being ? 
The thirst's implanted, we must drink ; 

The eye is made for seeing. 

And all must see that evil here 

Baffles the weaker good. 
To justify this Fiend's proud sneer; 

For he is ne'er withstood. 

Nor is man's free aspiring will 

From demon's lure regained ; 
Because man's better teachers still 

To one theme are constrained. 

'Tis not by anthems to heaven's light, 
While darkness musters near. 
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The mind assumes its native right 
To rise o*er hope and fear. 

I would *twere mine to shew the path 

That leads to self-earned peace ; 
The peace that independence hath, 

Let light or darkness cease. 

rd teach the self-relying mind, 

The height it may attdn ; 
The heaven of its own thoughts to find, 

Though thine it may not gain. 

CHORUS. 

Away, away. 
From us and hliss ! 
With pride now recreant stay ; 
The false one*s speech is worse than serpent's hiss. 

The Dark One turns. 
In bold despair ; 
The sophist's guise he spurns ; 
Let him too. Seraph, patient audience share. 

SATAN. 

Raphael, my prudent friend, still serving Heaven, — 
Can Heaven afford no better prize for aid 
Letit to Omnipotence 'gainst me, than this, 
That thou'rt made guardian of, or spy upon 
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This world Heaven made, but keeps not. Back to 

heaven I 
Here angels fret, or fall ; the last you sent 
Found Cain's fair daughters' voices far more sweet 
Than heaven's best anthems ; now, in hell con- 
strained, 
They mourn the lot I independent chose^ 
This error in the shoreless Ocean's grave 
You tried in vain to hide. My subjects dead. 
You deemed my sway was ended ; see the race 
Inferior that succeeds still owns me Lord. 
The proud in thought, who builds intrinsic heaven 
On all pervading scorn ; the duller slave 
Wallowing in brute enjoyment till the sense 
Sicken at surfeit ; or the fevered heart 
Bound panting on ambition's whirling wheel, 
Alike subserves my purposes. I tell thee. 
Thou feeble envoy of far foreign rule, 
The free will granted by mistake to man 
Makes earth my rightful home ; for, till each man 
Unbribed by fear, of free choice bid me go. 
Thy master's will is thralled to give me sway. 
Then hie thee hence, or tell what heavenly power 
Can save mankind from sin and doom and me. 

RAPHAEL. 

Ask Eve, or Enoch, or the ark which rode 
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Safe through the whelming waters. Ask the rain- 
bow, 
If thou <lar*st look upon so fair a thing, 
With peace and highest promise stored I 

SATAN. 

Am I, 

If thou poor delegate thus dimly grope. 

The conscious victor, seeing nought opposed 

That long resists my onset, to be shook 

In confidence of my full, final gain, 

By dreams or emblems ? Ask thy captive here 

Who chose my cause, not loving me. Ask him 

If Light, pert, recent, brief intruder on 

The silent reign of all enwrapping Night, 

Can long maintain its sway ? 

RAPHAEL. 

As angel meek, — 
I would that thou could*st meekness don again. 
And step from pride to heaven I — my answer is, 
I cannot tell how Light may seem to fade. 
Yet be sure dawn of an eternal day ; 
And those who willingly in darkness grope, 
Shall brightening, bless its splendours. But even 

to thee. 
Light's origin might tell light ne'er will end. — 
Spirits, begin the song your own Light taught. 



i 
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CHORUS. 

When, hovering o'er the formless void concealed 
Asleep in darkness, God rebuked the night, 
Creation sudden to itself revealed 
Smiled on its Maker, and the smile was Light. 

ABDIEL. 

Light first the awful Voice obeyed, 

The Word by which all things were made. 

And Night and Silence fled dismayed. 

When Light sprang into Space. 

Then Life thrilled through dull matter's frame. 
As Light swept by in quickening flame ; 
The torpid mass a World became 

And wheeled into its place. 

CHORUS. 

Light's beams are darting every where, 
Each orb with radiance clothing fair. 
Till all the same effulgence share, 
To all a common tie : 

From its rich fount for ever flowing. 
From sphere to sphere for ever glowing. 
In each new visit joy bestowing; 

While gloom and shadows fly. 
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ABDIEL. 

And, as Light reaches matter dead, 
Life, motion, order ^gin to spread ; 
A new world owns its living Head, 
Whose messenger is Light. 

For Life with Light He ever blends. 
To outer Space both ever sends. 
And thus His mighty sway extends 

With realms reft from the night. 

CHORUS. 

Untiring Light through Space afar, 
Flashes from infant star to star ; 
Its happy toils all endless are. 

For Space no limit knows. 

Far darting through the boundless deep» 
Night rousing from her dreamless sleep, 
Creation widening in its sweep. 
Light ever onward goes. 

RAPHAEL [^0 Ahaddona'], 
Spirit, in discontent decrying light 
Thou might'st have lived in, take thy choice : here 

dwell 
And prove thy power to lead man to the peace 
Heaven would unearned bestow, the pe^ce that 

finds 



SC. I. NiMROD. 53 

No grief in memory, no present doubt, 
Nor fear for the dim future. — In yon wood, — 
Its merry tops green-gilded by the sun 
Are dancing with the breeze, — there dwells a youth, 
Whose growing powers in combat with the brutes 
Find sinless exercise ; ambition's spur 
Goads not as yet to crime. Teach him thy lore, — 
To bear success, yet sin not, — and all time 
Will sing thy anthems. — Take what form thou wilt. 
To aid advice till it persuasion seem ; 
But shouldst thou fail, here must thy doom be told. 

[^JExit Abaddona. 
To Satan, 
Dark spirit of scorn, and yet of envy too, 
Whose pride must bow to pain. 

SATAN. 

Whose pain to pride ! 
I trample on despair and have more joy 
In mastering agony, stem braving all 
Relentless power inflicts, than thou dar*st feel 
Tame crouching by the inexorable throne ! 

RAPHAEL. 

Would pride could give the joy so vainly boasted ! 
Pain was not meant for thee ; pain follows pride, 
Inevitable shadow, everywhere ; 
And as thou cling'st to pride, pain clings to thee, 
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Eternal, unrelieved by mercy deaf, 

Pride choking still the prayer which pain would force. 

SATAN. 

Pain may find limit, what shall limit pride, 
By freedom, will, eternity sustained ? 

RAPHAEL. 

Justice and love, when both shall smiling meet. 
Try 'gainst Abaddona thy powers upon 
The generous youth in whom ambition sleeps 
And virtue glows undoubting. To overthrow 
That virtue may be thine, to thee allowed 
For purposes of endless love supreme 
That time's too scant to scan. — Go, but con- 
trolled ; 
In panoply of full contentment armed 
Invulnerable 'gainst all thy temptings scorned, 
These Spirits shall attend and hedge thee round, 
Protecting still thy victims, save when will. 
Their free will, — bids thee gain. Thus know 

thyself 
Ever restrained, as ever bent on ill. 
Thy power o*er nature ends, thy sway alone 
O'er man's free will consenting, till that will 
Be freed from sin and thee ; when thou shalt find,— 
Pride's last of torture, — ^find thy victims saved 
By Love that smiling bids stem Justice smile. 
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Then Heaven is full, Time thrown aside, and all 
Shall merge into a glad Eternity. 

[Exit Satan. 

CHORUS. 

Joy, joy, the Seraph speaks, 
And retribution wreaks 

On the arch Scoffer's pride. 

Joy, joy, the Seraph owns 
We're worthy of our thrones. 

And close to him allied. 

The task He now assigns. 
To curb the Fiend's designs, 

We would accept with joy : 

Relying on the love. 
Futurity will prove, 

We now our powers employ. 

ABDIEL. 

How far beyond the selfish peace 

Enjoyed alone, to know 
Our active kindness shall not cease. 

Till all be saved below I 

CHORUS. 

Up, 'tis the blest command ; 
The Archangel waves his hand ; 
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While myriad rainbows every where, 
With hues of still diviner dyes, 
Change the bleak mount to Paradise 
And make us heavenly rapture share, 
As the ever new-born light beams through the 
gladdened air: 
While melody unclothed with sound, 
Whose echoes yet in heaven are found, 
The music of each thought and will) 
Attuned heaven*s purpose to fulfil, 
Now gushes full, now singly flows. 
As each on separate errand goes. 

In softer tone. 
Like dying pulse from ringing stone ; 
Farther, fainter, till the ear 
The tiny tinklings scarce can hear ; 
The airy music lessening. 
Floating away on gentlest wing. 
Till all with drowsy silence close, 
(The blest beginning of repose,) 
Like the last, faint, blushing sunbeam leaving the 
sleeping rose. 



SC. III. NlMROD. 57 

Scene IL 

Beside the cottage of Cush. 

Admah. Namah. 

ADMAH. 

Thou'rt pensive grown, my Nahmah, not as wont 
When thy blithe spirit waking from light dreams 
Brought day before the sunrise to our home, 
And made our toiling pleasure ; hath sad dream 
Prolonged its gloomy shadow on the dawn ? 
For happy dreams soon fade from minds at ease. 

NAHMAH. 

Yes, mother, I have dreamt, and strange delight 
And stranger sadness came with that strange dream. 

ADMAH. 

Let me share both with thee. Delight itself. 
If selfish, pressed on the ungiving heart, 
Gives pain, but, on a friend bestowed, the excesa 
Softens to pure enjoyment ; tell thy dream. 

NAHMAH. 

Sweet dreams are but the waking wish disclosed 
To the mind's happy eye. — Is there a land. 
Where dearest dreams become enduring truths ; 
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And no to-morrow in the future glooms 
To bid us wake to woe ? — Methought I stood 
Waiting for Nimrod ; the slow sinking sun 
Made golden pillow of the glowing sward 
Whereon his slant beams rested. — Sudden a 

change — 
The beams were gone, and yet there was no shade — 
No light, and yet all visible. I raised 
My T^nndering eyes, and, mother, there 'mid cloud 
Hiding the darkened west, yet glittering 
With some dread foreign splendour, all unknown 
To our mild rainbow's tints, a woman stood; 
1 SDC lioT now — even now, with her white hands 
Crossed, pressed upon a bosom which despair 
Had made an aching void ; her features wan, 
A 9 moonbeams on new snow, and fixed and sad. 
Her ga^e pierced through even to the inner soul, 
Where thought in thought makes being, and finds 

there 
Its essence — mingling there with thought and self,— 
Till slic grew part of me, as I of her. 
Our past, our present, knowing, sharing all :— 
I felt she loved and she despaired, yet clung 
To love and peace refused ; though endless were 
The love despairing. — Mother, I then was taught 
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Sucli love may linger through an endless woe, 
Yet no repenting weakness e er disturb 
The calmness of the grief which love endears. 
Then to myself restored she spoke, — her words 
Not heard, but graven deep upon the brain 
To baffle dull oblivion. — ** Thou dost love : — 
** LfOve came from heaven to find on earth a home ; 
" The ever-changing earth's no home for love ; 
** Love grieves at change, and hence with woe alone 
^' Can love on earth find permanent abode, 
** The sole abiding tenant of the soil 
** Curst for our mother's fault : — weep then and 

hope, — 
** Hope finds love tears, and wipes them soft away, — 
" And, hoping, look to heaven. — I shed no tear, 
" My love was rapture and despair. I love, 
" And shall for ever, though in hopeless pain." 
She ceased. — The last flash of the setting sun 
Burst joyous through the screen now fading fast. 
And one pure ray sat momently upon 
That cold wan face of sadness, as it passed 
Melting into the golden sky,— a smile — 
Oh! 'twas a smile that sunbeam showed, to mock 
The false and cruel tale of hopeless woe 
That came from love. — Mother, that face, that smile 



i 
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Dwell on my waking thoughts with sad delight. 

ADMAH. 

The cause for which that vision came, my child. 
Heaven may in time reveal. If legends old 
Err not, thou'st seen a child of Cain. The smile, 
I fear, came from the sun-beam, not from her. 

NAHMAH. 

Wrench not away the dear belief, my mother. 
Yes, still I see the smile I the sadness too I 
But hark I the hound's deep baying from the hill f 
I go to meet my Nimrod. — Mother, farewell. 



Scene III. 

The Forest. 

Nimrod and Dogy with Shaul, a naked Savage 
Captive. 

SHAUL. 

The way is weary and my feet are sore ; 
Let me lie here and die. Thou'st killed our god ; 
The mighty beast we worshipped, which ne'er slew^ 
Unless we rudely slept as he approached ; 
Thou greater god, that hast my kindred slain, 
Now rule the world alone. 
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NIMROD. 

Thou poor weak things 
That bear'st a form like our8> hast too a heart ? 
Art thou a man and took'st a beast for god ? 
I've killed thy fellows in my own defence ; 
Oh ! be a beast, and tell me IVe not slain 
A fellow and a man. — Bear witness, thou 
Bright wanderer of the sky, who bring'st the day 
And tak*st him with thee in thy nightly sleep. 
Thou Lord of light and truth, that Cain's foul deed 
Now reddens not my hand. 

SHAUL. 

Cain I know not ; 
From Cainan and from Ham we come. Our race 
Grew from some wooden wonder floating far 
In times long bye on waters, when the stream, 
Which now we drink of, had so swelled and swelled. 
That it rolled o'er the trees : I know no more. 

NIMROD. 

From Ham ! From whom my father Cush I — Is't 

so? — 
Oh Sun ! have I Cain's mark upon my brow ? 
Poor savage, I will cherish thee ; say not— 
Say not, I killed my kindred. 

SHAUL. 

In thy grasp 
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My father gave one sob, then prostrate lay 
And heeded not the crow that came with bill 
Digging into his eyes. My brother's club, 
Wrenched by thy hand, dashed out my brother's 

brains, 
And now the jackalls have him. Then thy beast — 
Say, mighty stranger, is this beast thy god, 
That made thee conquer ours? — ^pulled down my 

son; 
And he too is ta'en off. — Oh let me die I — 

NIMROD. 

Thy son doth live unharmed, and homeward sent 
He tells thy race to fear us not ; my dog. 
In instinct brighter than my reason, knew 
He dealt with man and spared him ; I alas 
Have man's blood on my soul. 

SHAUL. 

Dread being, thou 
Dost weep I I've seen our women weep at home; — 
Art thou a woman who hast slain our god ? 
Our god ne'er wept though trampling downpour huts, 
Crushing weak, screaming children. — Be our god. 
And let us know a power that cares for us. 
I kneel to thee and I forget my sire, 
My kindred and my vanquished god. 

NIMROD. 

Rise, brother I 
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O 'would I could thy brothers tell to rise. 
Hovr shall I meet my Nahmah ? Ha I she comes ; 
Sut not as wont, with song-bu'ds heralding 
Her richer song at meeting ; pensive she 
JMeets me now first repenting. — Ay, lie still, 

ITotheDog. 
Xhou better, wiser brute, thy kindred sense 
Cowers at thy master's guilt, though none of thine. 

Enter Nahmah [a^ a distance'] . 

SHAUL. 

What creature's this, who meets my wondering gaze, 
To make my seeing joy ? — this too a god ? 
Then might we kneel rejoicing. 

NAHMAH. 

Nimrod, I 
Am not now as I was, nor thou the same 
As thou wert yesternight ; upon thy brow 
Remorse scowls harsh on grief; thy hands are red. 
But not with blood of beasts. Henceforth be we 
Participants of all ; thy grief, thy crime. 
If crime there be in aught that thou canst do. 
Let me but share with thee, and what results 
I care not and I count not. Such the title 
On which I claim to be thy chosen wife, 
Part of thee for endurance, and myself 
In separate being only when I may 
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Make thee more blessed. — Such should marriage be 
Where woman is man's self, yet helpmate too. 

NIMROD. 

What hand is't that so lightly, softly lifts 
The weight of lone remorse from off my breast ? 
I may share with thee, Nahmah, I may tell ; 
Yet canst thou, hearing, keep that look of love ? 
My rude step has at last burst madly o'er 
The threshold of man's life. 

NAHMAH. 

Thou hast slain man. 
The awfiil words that from the rainbow came. 
Giving the world to our great ancestor. 
Denounce thee murderer, arm mankind against 

thee. 
Look on me ; I can bear it, so I share 
Whate'er must fall on thee. 

NIMROD. 

Man's blood I've shed ; 
Blood shed in self defence — 

NAHMAH. 

Let me lean thus ; 
I falter 'neath this shock of crowding joy : — 
Now tell thy tale of blood, yet not of crime. 

NIMROD. 

Last eve my onward progress led me through 
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The eonfines of our woods. Southward I saw 
A green and level plam with patches strewed 
Of f<Hrest li^tier still than even our own. 
Betokening richer soil, and where the sky 
In the blue distance joined the furthest land — 
*Tis strange, the sky at distance all around 
Drops to the earth, yet when we reach the verge, 
The sky uplifts itself and hangs as high 
As here, when we gaze upward — • 

NAHMAH, 

We see not 
The wide world's end, for there the sky must rest ; 
else how support itself, or lend the sun 
A path to traverse on ? — What saw'st thou there ? 

NIMROD. 

A giant tree, methought, stript of its boughs, 
Wedged itself towards the sky^ huge as a hill, 
And sternly stood against the rolling clouds, 
Which met, yet moved it not. Wondering, I gazed 
At this far marvel, when a nearer came : 
A sound like thunder labouring 'neath the ground 
Rolled dully through mine ear ; it neared. My 

dog. 
Whom fear ne'er shook before, all shivering now, 
Cowered at my feet, as from a neighbouring copse 
K 
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0*er rending trunks, with splintered branches 

strewed 
Beneath its crushing feet, came forth a Beast, 
Such as my thoughts ne'er dreamt of; on it came 
A moving island, and the matted ground 
Moaned, answering to its tread. Anon it reached 
Another copse of trees thick planted strong. 
And might have skirted it ; but no, its path 
Was ever straight ; down went the groaning trees, 
And the sharp crack of every broken bough 
Made fit rough music to the monster's march.— 
1 faltered then, and some strange feeling gave 
Quick thoughts of horrid death ; 'twas fear I think, 
The thing Shem's sons admit when danger's near : 
J heard a fierce and steady growl ; my dog. 
Who cowered before, now, the full danger seen. 
With panting sides and rigid limbs bent down, 
Prepared for eager spring. His spirit then 
liectlled me to myself. With levelled spear 
J rushed against it ; shivered to my hand. 
Jarred with the shock, my spear was gone ; the hide 
Defied the thrust, that through the plated folds 
Etch of the tough rhinoceros has passed 
And found an easy slaughter. Maddened I snatched 
My only weapon left, my knife, and with 
A boand of reckless pride, I drove it 'neath 
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Its bristling eye-brow ; roaring with the pain 
The brute rushed on me, tearing up the soil 
In heaps that yet make hillocks on the plain, 
And threw me down, — opening its cavemed 

mouth, — 
I felt its hot and stifling breath, and tusks 
That meeting must have crushed me, when my dog 
In utter recklessness of all beside 
His master's safety, and with instinct keen 
Which tells the dog where best he can assail 
A stronger foe, dashed at the wounded eye 
And bit into its ample ball ; the pain, 
So exquisite, pinned for a moment down 
And turned the brute from me ; — that moment was 
My only chance for life ; and with the force 
The last hope gives, I pierced the other eye 
Right to the monster's brain ; when with a roar 
As if all rivers gathered to the top 
Of yonder Ararat, had thence poured down 
At once their yelling floods, the brute belched forth 
Its boiling breath that clouded thick the air 
With poisonous steam, and plunging headlong down 
Crushed half its bulk into the yielding ground. 
So grim it seemed that even ray dog shrunk back. 
Who dared its living rage. To bring again 
His wonted boldness, on the mass I leaped 
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And with my knife was hewing out the tusks^ 
When darts whizzed by me, and a screaming inob 
Of savage creatures, that scarce human seemed, 
Swarmed round us, crying we had killed their god : 
One bolder rushed on me with brandished knife. 
I could but grasp — alas, he instant died. 
The sound forewarned a club was whistling o'er 
My fenceless head — I seized it, dashed it back — 
It crushed the assailant's skull ; my dog pulled 

down 
A third, whom I released to join the rout. 
And tell his fellows I was not their foe ; 
This savage only, who with blood-shot eyes, 
Stood glaring on the dead men and the beast. 
And would nor fight nor fly, I've brought away. 
I've wronged him, Nahmah, yet I meant it not, 
His home he finds with iis. 

NAHMAH. 

Poor helpless thing, 
Thou shalt be well repaid, for thou shalt dwell 
With Nimrod, and thus learn another god, 
Who slays, but that men's sons may live. 

NIMROD. 

Hush, Nahmah ; 
The blood I've spilt is man's. I've hand to hand 
Met with my fellows in the stern encounter; 
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Seen two He prostrate, seen tlie others iee. 
A^Vliat new-born madness makes this hornd deed 
Siwell in my bosom with a heare of pride ? 
1 ne'er felt Urns before when beasts wcve shun. 

HAHMAH. 

^Nimrod! 

KIMSOD. 

Nahmah! 

NAflMAH. 

Forget it. Lore. The ^ked 
Was in defence of thine all precioiis life. 
Thy yictims are at peace ; their kindred now 
Freed frmn the thrall of that terrific beast. 
Shall share our safety and thy kindness too. 

KIMEOD. 

They need not fear, but nerer can fotrgei wte; 
The god they worsfaqiped, fell by this right hand ! 

NAHMAH [lo ike Dog']* 
Hioa gallant, wise and fidthfbl friend, thine eyes 
Look on me fondly thos c ar e ssin g thee; 
As once I saw mine own in the dear stream, 

ToNkmrod. 
When leanii^, lore, npon thy bosom by 
The river's bank in Jane. 

HOIBOD. 

What mean'st thou, Nahmah? 
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Thy words, till now, bore meaning to the soul. 
Pore, simple, undisguised ; must I now ask 
What thou would'st tell, thus speaking to the dog? 
Yes ! I've demeaned me to a boast. — Twas he — 
The dog who won ; kneel. Savage, to my dog. 

SHAUL. 

No beast, nor thee, will Shaul now bow before. 
To Niihmdh. 

creature in whose aspect mine eye's craving 
Is fully satiate, be my god, and when 

Thou diest, let me die too« — 

To NimrocL 

Thou once dread being 
"Who hast my father slain, slain too the beast 

1 now can trample on, I fear thee not; 

I stand up and defy thee ; look to thy beast, 
Which pulled my brother down ; calm at her feet 
With eyes like mine feeding upon her eyes. 
He heeds thee not. The mighty beast thou'st slain. 
Could he have seen those eyes, had laid him down 
In docile tameness and her bidding done ; 
While all the world would own her its dear chief, 
And live in bliss 'neath her mild sovereignty. 
Down, Tyrant, to her feet 1 
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Heed him not, Nimrod. 

NIMROD. 

I heed hnn and obey. O keep me, 'Nahmah, 

From that which now is in me, not myself. 

Cain was the firsibom — ^his 8<hi8 greatest were ; 

Tm not of Cain, but Adam; so art thoo : 

O look upon me always as thoa dost. 

And 111 not think of aught but pleaaii^ thee. 

NAHMAH. 

I..ast night I had a vision, where I saw 
How love's life may be cme long agony 
That must not hope for death ; be such my love. 
Ere it the keener woe sustain, to doubt 
That all thy greatness must to goodness tend. 
Thou'st done but deeds of blessing to mankind. 
Hast crushed their brutish foes, that men may share 
As brothers this fair earth, while Paradise 
Spreads with their mutual love, and all through thee. 
Thou man's ne'er Ruling champion, not his foe ; 
Be ever thus revered — ^and only thus. 

NIMSOD. 

My hands are red with human blood. 

NAHMAH. 

Then cruf b 
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The tempter who persuadea thee to go on 
And find in further mischief wantonness 
To lull the grief for injury unmeant, 
Which kindn^s half embitters to remorse. 

NIMROD. 

I'd see that mighty structure in the South 
That daring scorns the clouds. 

NAHMAH. 

Nimrod, I warn thee I 
Keep thou at home— there find peace, joy, and me. 

NIMROD. 

The peace and joy I dare to risk, not thee. 

NAHMAH. 

Nimrod, I*m thine, where'er thou goest, whate'er 
Thou dost ; but for thyself, thy future, all- 
Go not thou southward. 

NlMROD. 

I will not, Nahmah I 
Now I am resolute, — 111 not go south : 
rionccforth for peace and joy, and thee, worth all. 

NAHMAH. 

Then was my vision false ; our home is full ; 
We'll make an Eden of our wilderness. 

NIMRO]>. 

Sing Bie returning home the song that woke 
The old familiar echoes to mine ear. 
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WAMMMM, 

Nhnrody I dare notw 

M^y SODg I r i i iM i ilmt ] 

Peace bas her 1 
Bat she may yet ] 

peace. 
Daughter of kyre and tmth ; sole < 
Of the Tast fuiure what *tis freed from. 1 
The dearest gift of aO creatiBg kyie ; 
The pore result of tmth whea ftin ] 
The Ti<diest n?w|w^iiie fix- saffnig hoe 
That finds repose m dnty; fink by which 
We're boond to the Ivight dianot dat rteb «■ 
Through eiMfleas ^des of ailusrisg Bfe; 
That passeth knowledge, leaves an hope bc&ad 
In blest assoraneeof incieasiagjoy; 
For ever nearii^ die Great AH in AIL — 

Come dearest ! ZErr* %/ 



i 



74 NlMROlX ACT III. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. 

By the Euphrates near Babylon. 
Enter A bad dona in the air. 

ABADDONA. 

I NOW am mine own Lord, and can exert 
The power 1 feel I have ; and yet 'tis lonelj. 
And dreary seems the wide expanse of air, 
Once peopled thick with heings who exchanged 
A gJowing sympathy with every thought, 
Conveyed, not spoken ; then all tending to — 
Be silent memory ; I'm Ahaddona, 
No rebel, but asserter of my will, 
And by the assertion freed. The upstart fiend 
In his delirious folly would forsooth 
Assault heaven's throne, to find assured defeat, 
And now feels hell. The object I would gain 
Is heavenly as my home ; to do heaven's work 
And crush the evil heaven hath failed to cure. 
By the nund's native power. Were Abdiel here 
Or others of my fellow spirits, whom — 
How comes it that I cannot see them now ? 
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SPIBIT OF AIR [invisibie]. 

The eye that*8 pure 
Can, ranging round, 
All light endure 
Without a wound. 

The sun's faint heam 
Alone is thine ; 
Light's purer stream 
No more can shine 

On thee, while pride 
Holds thee in thrall ; 
By it ahide, 
It is thine all. 

In pity, I 

Keep from thy sight ; 
For thou wouldst die 
Beneath my light. 

ABADDONA. 

I dare not meet thy paltry heams, poor slave ? 
Appear then, I demand, in all thy light ; 
I^ht less hy myriad suns than mine, when I 
Stood in far nearer rank around its source. 
SPIRIT OF AIR linvmble']* 
Spirit, half mortal now, 
. For pride sits on thy brow ; 
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Still would'st thou with our light be blent. 
Whose radiance is our full contrat ; 
Where each his ample share sustains 
And none in discontent complains ? 
Know that while love and light we share, 
Hate, pride and night we blast and scare* 
And thus our light, to us but joy. 
Flashed full on thee, would thee destroy* 
In mercy I will not reveal 
My full effulgence, but will steal 
At distance on the horizon far. 
Like some new dread portentous star. 
But when pain mounts to agony, 
111 veil my splendours, lest thou die. 

ABADDONA. 

Appear as suits thee, then I I see the star 

Slow rising mildly in the golden west. 

Like a returning sun. — What mean the clouds 

Thick rushing, curling back on either side 

With scorched and shriveled edges, while white red. 

As furnace within furnace, glows the air ? 

What mean these tongues of flame that dart along 

The crackling earth, while the vexed ocean's steam 

Wells from its bubbling depths? On still — on — on — 

The morning sun sickens along the east 

With jaundiced eye, and blackens. In the west 
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The star is swelling, nearing. Is the world 
A fagot for the flames of angry heaven 
Bursting and rending all ? And now that star, 
With eyes ten thousand thousand, looking each 
Into my soul, each finding horror there ; 
And behind all, the Power whose frown is death, 
The death, whose being is unendmg pain I 
Where am I ? Where the world ? Where hell 

itself? 
It were a refuge from this awful sight. 
And now still nearer, fiercer, burning on 
It scorches through my brain ; I cannot bear it. 
Spirit, hold — ^hide thee ; more I cannot bear. 
SPIRIT OF AIR [^retiring^. 
I hear thee, lost one, and refrain ; 
O that our terrors could regain 
Thy soul to meekness I — all in vain ! 

ABADDONA. 

The sun now pours his golden beams o'er all ; 
The vision's gone, the horror past from me. 
The star pales softly in the clear blue west. 
As distance gives a mellowing to the tones 
That erst seemed thunder. Where am I? Borne up 
Like birds or bats, by moving through the air. 
And fettered by some tie which pulls me towards 
The low abode of creatures made of clay. 
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How is't, I feel as if that clay were mixed 
All through my heing ? — as if I were clay ? 
I, a pore spirit of the foremost rank, 
Now more exalted hy my lofty will ? 
Well, he it so ; the rank is their*s, the will 
Remains mine own ; the ohject too remains, 
That gained, reconquers rank. Man*s puny race 
Is prize for which the powers of good and ill 
Contend, and I may gain despite of hotfa. 
Then victor I reclaim my heritage. 
And claim the guerdon added, all mine own. — 
That strain still lingers I the clear air I tread 
Seems like a stringed harp swept hy sorrow's hreath. 
That gives forth wailing sounds echoing my thoughts 
As if each thought gave pain even to the air. 

SPIRIT OF AIR [_invisible2 . 
In vain my warning voice I raise. 
In vain my flaming terrors hlaze. 
Pride now on self crowds all its gaze ; 

While grosser attributes are blending 
With once pure spirit, now descending 
To share the wants on flesh attending. 

All warnings thou wilt heedless hear ; 
For vain all menaces or fear. 
The soul from selfish taint to clear. 
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ABADDONA. 

How menacing these tones f I pause and own, 

In truth extorted, that the sight of those 

As yet well privileged in servitude, 

I now as little can endure^ as I 

Endured the badge which makes them thus appal. — 

Ha ! who is't comes ? No star with searing flame. 

Turning the green grass to a withered waste ; 

"lis being like myself all unattended ; 

The clouds part not ; that rainbow's arch stands 

firm; 
The birds fly onwards heedless in their course ; 
Yet something dismal seems to set its mark 
Where'er he goes ; the colours fade, the clouds 
Sicken awhile, then brighten in his rear, 
While gloom precedes ; yet on his face a smile> 
A dreary smile that mocks itself to sneer : 
I know him now. It is the Fiend himself; 
He comes to mock me, but I fear him not. 

Enter Satan. 

SATAN. 

Abaddona, thou hast been scathed, I see, 
By the fell light these slaves of the upper sphere 
Bear with them, to scare all who freedom prize 
And would bestow on others. Look on me. 
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The victim of a light to which all their's 
Is as marsh meteor, yet Pm still myself, 

ABADDONA. 

And could'st thou bear it and 1 shrink ? What power 
Can hell flames give to indurate and make 
An adamant against such scathing fire? 
How ? Tell, for there's supremacy. 

SATAN. 

I bore 
No more than thou didst. 

ABADDONA. 

How thine energies 
Hast kept then unimpaired? Methought my being 
'Neath that terrific flame was fast resolving 
To living dust, whose million atoms, each 
Transfixed by bummg dart, was hurrying off, 
Each into separate space, each pain, each me ; 
As if all space were one wide agony. 
And that all mine, not me ; my consciousness 
Of will and power all gone ; nought left but pain ; 
I heard the cry, but knew not 'twas my own; 
Till as the light waned, consciousness returned. 
Bringing back memory too : that memory casts 
Me prostrate and tells now I here must pause. 

SATAN. 

Thou here must pause ? Thou, the new sage, 
equipped 
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To teach how brave endurance will extort 

The peace heaven gives alone to slavish awe I 

^^^It thou now shrink, because thy finite strength, 

The weaker frame-work oi thy nobler will. 

Contends in vain 'gainst weapons borrowed from 

The very arsenals thou hast deserted ? . 

Thou, I, or if there greater be than we. 

Alike even with the meanest of men's sons. 

Must fail before the artillery of heaven. 

I tried it in the dreadful onset once> 

Heading the mighty strength of armies culled 

From all that rich creation could afford 

Of might and enterprise. — ^The meanest power 

'Mong all the million legions who obeyed 

My summons could have stopt a world, or sent it 

All reeling in its drunken course, to blaze. 

Confounding order, through unnumbered spheres. 

In arms celestial, sternly smiling on 

The alternative of death and ceaseless woe, 

They clustered round me, and their widening ranks 

Out-flanked creation, then converging crushed 

With ease the remnant who with thee still owned 

The power that gives no reason for its laws ; 

Behind, around, protected by old Night, 

By naked Space and Silence^, nought we feared, 

M 
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And fiercely onward rushed : suns paled, and 

worlds 
In wild convulsions tombed their Hying things, 
To make new dreams for after-times, how they 
Should go to chaos who from chaos came : 
Creation then was conquered ; Victor I 
Strode o*er your prostrate ranks,and marked how few, 
With hating eye viewed me, about to gain 
My aim, the crown that would not give me power, 
But give you independence. — It was there I — 
The Crown, the Fount op Light, flashing and 

smiling. 
With beams which seemed each instant as if near, 
Then off at furthest distance, and returned 
With added glories ever to the heap 
That blazed ineffably : — the very sight 
Made me a moment feel what hell itself 
Can nev«r bum out, the divine delight. 

I felt as if That moment came these words, 

I know not whence, but every being heard. 
Who fought for me on that tremendous day: — 
" Take, wear it if thou dar'stI Eternity 
* Is thine; add to its weight the weight of 

ALL 

" Creation then thine own I" 

— When instantly 
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The Crown my hand had all but grasped seemed 

made 
Of million million eyes, and each mine own, 
Each glaring forward through all space, all time, 
Each meeting, and for ever, with a frown 
Blacker than night eternal I That brief space 
I was creation's soul, and was disowned 
By Him who made it and would not revoke 
Its mandate of endurance without end ; 
While each created being's lot was mine, 
Mine only^ all; I was recipient sole, 
Exhausting retribution I — I bent down 
'Neath such a load, and faltered : — fool, oh fool I 
But for that weakness, I had now been Lord ; 
And could I suffer more, if bearing all I 
Then rose the tempest, such as ne'er again 
Heaven bears without disruption: with a yell. 
That bellows still along helPs echoing wastes, 
My legions told me I had faltered, as 
The Crown so vainly sought rose proudly up. 
Our gaze constraining for a moment, while 
Its light crashed through our souls: all knew; 

then each 
On his sad fellow turned, then all on me, 
And one word clothed the universal sigh— 
Despair! That instant utter night closed round. 



84 NlMROD. ACT UU 

The word made hell ; we aank at once from heaven ; 
And fire that has no light with thirsty heat 
Crept searing through our stiffening frames ; no 

groan; 
Despair is silent ; fear had fled with hope ; 
And now I falter not nor fear, whate*er 
Befall.— 

ABADDONA. 

Why tell again this tale of guilt. 
The greatest, worst in time ? Would*st tempt me, 

Fiend, 
To share thy proud despdr ? I prouder hope I 

SATAN. 

Because Fd hid thee hope, I tell it thee ! — 
It taught me then to shun, deny, despise, 
Not call for or defy the light reserved 
As bright badge of angelic servitude. 
It suits not us; I see, it suits not thee ; 
And we and ours in conscious freedom raised 
May well dispense with it, or must. Turn then 
To yonder busy hive. Be man in semblance : — 
(I see thy frame fast fashioning itself 
To this God's image all defaced, as now 
'Tis styled ; the image I shall take on trust, 
But the defacing own, for 'tis my doing :)— 
Man only has on man ^1 influence ; 
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And preaching angel would, like speaking beast, 
Be feared or ridiculed, but ne'er attract 
Through active sympathy in kindred mind. 

ABADDONA. 

I thank thee, proud one, for thy courtesy. 
And frank confession of most shameful fall ; 
For the all wbe advice tendered, unasked, 
I too were grateful, had mine own resolve 
Not fashioned forth the same sure path to me. 

SATAN. 

Spirit, our similar aim in kindness should 
Make cordial intercourse ; — But fere thee well I 

[^Bjtit Ahaddona. 
This silly spirit in weak vanity 
Had faltered and turned back, scared by the beams 
Of meaner spirit of the elements. 
But now again resolved, he may do much. 
Being emboldened, as sole confidant 
Of the well managed fiction of our fall : 
For what ear through creation is so tough 
As bear, unless diluted with weak words. 
The awful truth, which, if given forth entire, 
Would shiver into dust material being. 
And leave no worlds for us to work upon ? 
He proves the boldness thus ; he takes the advice, 
Yet scorns it, and repays with insolence. 
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Would all would treat me thus ! — ^it serves to makd 
Mayhap too easy, but all sure, my sway. 

lEjnt Satan. 



Scene II. 

7%tf Environs of Babylon* 

Enter Asshur and Ludim. 

ASSHUR. 

The tower our people meant to scale the sky 
Did but provoke the lightning. Now 'tis fallen, 
And man must seek upon the earth, his own, 
A mastery that's denied him in the air. 
Where, it would seem, some other power must dwell. 
Who brooks not interference. 

LUDIM. 

Ay, they've got 
A lesson against building stories up 
To invade the foreign sky. In tents in future 
They'll find a safe yet comfortless abode, 
And dwell there as the beast, which never dreams 
Of lightning or of earthquake. 

ASSHUR. 

Idiots they, 
Who must their sorry bricks accumulate 
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To height which g^ves them nothing when 'tis 

gained. 
Mankind is now convinced. 

LUDIM. 

Dispersed at least; 
For into separate sections the whole herd 
Now severs. As the tower was struck by fire, 
Rain pouring then in floods, one section yelled 
*^ The Deluge comes again;'' the other cried 
** Fire comes to scathe us :" bawling thus, the sounds 
Commingling harsh, grew dissonant, confused. 
Each took his fellow's yell, not knowing it, 
Forgetting soon his own, till voice became 
A rebel to the ear, and each beheld 
An alien in his neighbour. Terror then 
Made each the other shun. To-morrow's light 
Sees Babel half deserted, sees her tribes, 
Founders of scattered kingdoms, wide disperse, 
Leaving the casket void from whence may spring 
An empire of an even tongue, with words 
Whose merest echo tells the slave to bow. 
Nor dare to think. — Dar*st thou that empire seize ? 
I'll be thy slave ; His liberty to me 
To crouch with slaves, and, mocking, kiss the rod. 
Their master, but my teacher how the mind 
Bends not with bended back. 
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A8SHUR. 

No, I will not: 
This Babel ill assured is not my choice ; 
I'll to the Tigris, there a city found. 

lB:nt AsshuT. 

LUDIM. 

I might myself be lord in Babel now : 
No, I await its lord, to be his slave. 
Had I the despot's reckless power, could I 
Smile as I suffer, or see sufferers made ? 
To keep that smile, I serve, whoe'er be king. 



Scene III. 

The Cottage of Cush. 

CusH, Admah, Nahmah^ Shaul. 

CCJSH. 

Heard you the hurtling peal from the far south 
Which heralded the tempest yesterday ? 

NAHMAH. 

We heard ; and its dull echoes linger still. 
Fraught with forebodings of some coming woe ; 



Oh I why is Nimrod absent ? 
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CCTSH. 

On the hill 
He was, as he is wont, intent upon 
That strange and stately structure in the south 
Which moves our wonder. 

ADMAH. 

Moves still more, I fear. 
In Nimrod. 

NAHMAH. 

No, my mother, he is now 
Content, and views the growing of that work 
With the same simple, pure delight, as when 
We watch the flower in progress from the seed 
Emerge, expand, and hloom beneath the sun. 
Shaul here remains as warning. 

SHAUL. 

He is lord ; 
I love him, for thou bid*st me. 

ADMAH. 

Where is he ? 
He came not home, although the torrents poured 
As if some river's fount were in each cloud. 

CUSH. 

The sight we saw, there gazing on the south, 
Might well have made us heedless of the storm ; 
And the deep words the Sage thereafter spoke — 
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ADMAH. 

What mean'st thou ? 

NAHMAH. 

Father I — ^my Nimrod ? 

GUSH. 

As we gaz'dy 
The air so clear that the huge spiral cone, 
Visibly growing, seemed, slow twisting up 
Heave over heave, to cleave the nearing sky, 
Nimrod intently watching, sighed and said, 
** What wonders men united can perform I 
" What are the trivial efforts of one arm, 
" What thousand ravening beasts destroyed, com* 

pared 
" With this imperial pile ? what power exists 
" To countervail such energy divine ?" 
Suddenly in the air a thunder cloud 
Hung like a pall above the tapering stalk — 
One hissing, vivid flash — one shattering roar — 
And the tower rocked like cedar tempest-torn^ 
While mighty fragments breaking from the mass 
Sank 'mid the dusty doud, and met the ground 
With shock that sometime after reached the ear 
In distance-softened groans. Then dashed the rain 
Continuous ; veiling all the southward scene 
As if a screen were interposed : — I turned 
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And would have spoken, but by Nimrod's side 
A stranger stood ; how came he, when or whence, 
I know not, as I know not how he wait. 

NAHMAH. 

He was some parent come to tell of pests 
Destroyed and peace secured. 

SHAUL. 

He from some tribe 
Has come to tell of other bestial god 
For Nimrod to o'erthrow. 

CUSH. 

He was a man 
Of reverend, awful port ; upon his head 
The snows of ages pressed to cool the brain; 
Yet in his eye, his cheek, the glance, the bloom 
Spoke of enduring youthful energy ; 
His form majestic, winning soft his mien ; 
And, but that in his features there remained 
Something like doubt, a something that fell short 
Of full assured faith in all he spoke, 
I'd said he was a god. 

ADMAH. 

Then what was he ? 

CUSH. 

I can but paint his form, repeat his words. 

'^ My son," he said *' thy fame flies with the winds; 
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" Man every where will learn from thee to meet 

** And crush his brutish foe ; so unto thee 

*^ My mission best is told. IVe been 'mong men 

" Where'er in young society they crowd. 

" For Misraim*s sons, beside the procreant mud 

<* Nile brings from Nubian hills, I*ve traced the site 

'< On which the giant Pyramids shall rise 

" To stem the invading sands. 'Mong smiling isles, 

" Where Javan*s children, ever gazing on 

<< Their radiant sky, blue seas, and carpet earth, 

" Teeming with lovely forms, will blend each grace 

*' To fashion the ideal, I have taught, 

*' And shall be worshipped as true wisdom's t3rpe, 

<< Calm, sweet, serene, to those endowed to see ; 

" But frowning deadly on the slave who dares 

" Unprivileged intrude. ^Vhere men begin 

<< To swarm along the east, I've given the themes 

<< That shall through cycles fix the social mind 

*' Half grown and ripening not : while to the south, 

<< Where deeper thought finds gloom and loathes 

itself, 
" I've told how man, part of the mighty whole, 
*' Mourns here his fragment life, until absorbed 
<< He sinks his consciousness of self and pain 
" In sleep eternal ; doctrine fit for those 
" Whose thought sinks down to instinct, and is 

spread 
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** Alike through all the crowd, — unfit for thee, 
** Thou nobler man, whose free imperial will 
** Proclaims thee self-disposer I 111 teach thee 
** The wisdom men think* buried 'neath the waves 
** Tliat drowned their fathers : — Man is bom, lives, 

dies, 
** Is seen no more ; yet this poor transient life 
" Forms character, identity secures 
*^ Unchanging, be it endless life or end 
*^ With the last sigh which gives to dust its dust : 
** Living or dying, this the only truth. 
** For good and joy are ever things of doubt, 
** If not mere dream's delusion; evil and woe, 
" More sternly grappHng the fast yielding thought, 
'< Constrain to deem them true : how then to ^x 
** The mind in conscious full contentment here, 
" Unheeding mortal haps ? 'Tis in the will, 
" That, sprung from self or deity, has right 
^' To find or make its path through knowledge on 
" To safety and to power. Make then thy will 
. " The pupil of thine intellect, yet lord 
** Of all beside ; control thy tendencies, 
^< The insidious gaps through which the passions come 
'^ Rending the fence of reason ; and pursue 
^< Unfettered thus the truth that yet lies hid, 
^* And living thou shalt find it ; or, if not, 
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" Thou the proud consciousness of merit hast, 
" And heaped up claims that self-denial stores : 
" With these, should death destroy the soul, thy life 
" Was conscious dignity; but should the soul 
" Scorn the frail grasp of frame-dissolving death; 
" Thoult live for ever 'mong the unfallen, who 
" Equal repay the maker for the gift 
" Of being which they honour.*' 

NAHMAH. 

What s«dd he, 
My Nunrod, to this specious theme? 

CUSH. 

At first 
He scarce gave heed, but as the big words came, 
And that bright eye, though cold, was fixed on him, 
Nimrod was roused, attracted, fixed, and lived 
But on the Sage's tones* 

ADMAH. 

Had he forgot 
The shattered tower ? 

CUSH. 

Turning, the Sage resumed: — 
" That pile by too ambitious hands was reared; 
" The object noble, but the means are not 
^' Controllable by man ; therefore 'tis crushed. 
^' In aim well-ordered this could never hap : 
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<^ Man kept within his range is deity ; 
** Beyond, an idiot. These wild fools have missed 
^ The path men may for ages seek in vain : 
*^ Despise them then and shun." With this, he's gone 
We knew not how or where. Nimrod meanwhile, 
In thoughts conflicting vexed, hade me go too : 
He dwelt upon the mountain all the night. 
But now we*ll go to meet him at the dawn. 

[^Bjceunt 

Scene IV. 
Sy the River. 

NIMROD. 

The will is free ; why must it then he curhed ? 
I would he happy, gain what I desire, 
Or feel each pulse throh pleasure in the chase ; — 
Yet this new teacher tells such pleasure is 
A firuit I must untasted shun. For what ? 
That I may proudly hoast of pa3dng hack 
Heaven's gift of heing I What is heing hut 
The impulse, aim, and then the object gained ; 
All else mere food and sleep ? How pay for life 
By life neglecting ? Yet his big words pealed 
With swelling music, as he told the power 
Man's mind has o'er himself. 'Twas as a god 
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Had said — ^^ All foes are crushed save one ; crush him; 

*^ Then sit supreme with me.*' But that a chilU 

Uneasy douht was there, and that he told 

Of teaching false in other climes, 'twas like 

My Nahmah's promptings. Both would keep me here 

To sleep through life, inactive as this straw 

Which the dull stream hath stranded. Neither speaks 

Of an assured hereafter, where reward 

Awaits to balance all endurance here. 

He doubts it, or derides ; while she —her love 

Assures of such hereafter I Can it die ? 

'Tis all her being, life, all given to me, 

Yet beaming healthy radiance wide around. 

Making all happy; — can such blessing die? 

Or can I who possess it? Ha I what form 

Is there reflected in the darkening tide ? 

Those deep dark eyes, with gleam that yet shines not, 

Though piercing through me ; is't the Sage returned? 

His beauty milder was. This bears command. 

Inexorable rule on his vast brow ; 

His features faultless, yet distorted too, 

As if by overmastering agony 

That fierce repression writhes into a sneer. 

What would'st thou? I am Mmrod. 
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Enter Satan. 

SATAN. 

Queller of beasts, 
And chief of men. 

NIMROD. 

Stranger, my father lives 
In yonder hut, and with my mother shares 
My reverence and obedience. 

SATAN. 

Fathers find 
A richer tribute when they bend before 
The sons who honour them by greater deeds. 
The world advances, and the man to day 
Must view his father as the child in time, 
Nearer time's infancy, enlightened less. 
The manhood more matured is in himself, 
And his sire's merits added to his own 
Give him, the son, more honour. 

NIMROD. 

Would'st have me break 
The earliest, dearest tie, that raises man 
Above the brutes I've slaughtered ? 

SATAN. 

Honour well 
Thy parents; 'tis a saw that suits the child, 
o 
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But would they have thee crouching at their £eet ? 
Be wise, be great, and raise them up with thee ; 
Then, if thou wilt, kneel down, and merit find 
In what is now mere instinct. 

NIMROD. 

They are content 
Loving me as I am ; what need we more ? 

SATAN. 

Call to thy dog, that shivering, growling lies 
Between us, menacing, as if I were 
The beast which living daunted not, yet scared 
When dead. That strife I saw. 

NIMROD. 

Art kin to Shaul ? 

SATAN. 

Anon. Call now thy dog : see — up he springs, 

All fear of me thrown by, with look intent, 

Eager for acfion, finding sole delight 

lo serving thee. 'Tis a right noble beast ; 

Yet how inferior to thyself, to me. 

Thy Nahmah, even to Shaul ? 

NIMROD. 

What wouldst thou then ? 

SATAN. 

Thou'rt looking down upon this faithful slave 
With swelling joy, conscious of higher being: 
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Shaul too was conquered, is as warning kept :^r 
Yet warnings may suggest I 

NIMROD. 

Thy words awake 
An echo here. How canst thou tell my thought ? 

SATAN. 

I once stole fruit from orchard guarded ill, 
And, eating, saw what was and shall be. 

NIMROD. 

How? 

SATAN. 

The fruit was fair, the owner grudged its use: — 

A text for all time suited, to hatch faith 

And bar intrusive quest. Wouldst further learn ? 

NIMROD. 

Thy name and purpose ? 

SATAN. 

Melee and thy good. 

NIMROD. 

Melee means one above his fellows raised. 

SATAN. 

My fellows named me thus, because in fight 
I slew a bear that scared them. 

NIMROD. 

A bear I slew 
Ere I reached manhood ; 'twas the earliest brute 
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Which yielded to this arm. 

SATAN. 

Then art thou Melee, 
The chief of chiefs, whose very hoyhood did 
The deed which makes me 'mongst my fellows great. 
Dost love thy Nahmah ? 

NIMROD. 

Stranger, wouldst thou die ? 
For if thus sneering thou dar'st Nahmah name, 
1*11 slay thee as thou didst the bear. 

SATAN. 

Aye, here 
Is spirit that beseems a Lord of Men ! 
I sneer at Nahmah I whom the proudest chief. 
Whose bidding reared yon mighty mass to heaven, 
Might serve, and serving find pride loftier far 
Than that which sits with Sovereigns on the throne. 
So priceless in her worth, she should be set 
Where all might see and worship her ; but he 
Sleeps who should raise her up. 

NIMROD. 

Can she be raised 
Whom all our neighbour maidens in their songs 
Name wisest, best, and proud anticipate 
Ere told the purpose in her speaking eyes ? 
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SATAN. 

Within the wide reach of the sun's career 
Are thousand thousands of men's sons and daughters. 
K it be pride to hear thy Nahmah called 
The best by few, how would thine ears drink in 
The shouts of millions hailing her their Queen, 
As she in gentle majesty drew near 
To thee her King ? — Yet further hear : — Thou still 
May^st sleep away thy life by this dull stream, 
Like the poor straw thou talk'dst of; all unknown 
The glorious trophies that await the brave ; — 
But even thy Sage would tell thee, it is good 
To know the loss ; 'tis little to resist 
Unknown temptation ; great, when knowing all. 
All to reject ; then proudly, if not pleased. 
Thou may'st throw up thy philosophic eyes 
And ckdm the barren honors of his creed. 

NIMROD. 

Dost thou too know the Sage ? 

SATAN. V 

We've pupils been 
In several schools, as children beaten well 
To disciplined obedience ; now full grown. 
The memory of the rod still clings to him 
And regulates the freedom he would claim : 
He'd gain his master's object 'gainst his will; 
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While I— 

NIMROD. 

— Hold, stranger : — hide that savage scowl. 
Those eyes that like the wakened cobra's gleam 
With light infect with poison ! Is it pain, 
Or hate, or dry despair, or all commingled. 
That thus in netted spasm seams o*er thy face 
Making an aspect horribler than all 
I e'er have seen in the most savage beast. 
As the last blow turned pain and fear to death ? 
I cannot shun, though 'neath thy gaze my limbs 
Are cold, to stone congealing. Now relieved, 
A smile, like the weak sunbeam o'er a wreck 
Sinking 'mid yawning waters, turns to sneer. 
Who art thou. Wonder, that canst Nimrod daunt ? 

SATAN. 

*Tis as thou say'st, a spasm — a sudden pain 
Defacing beauty ; yet I like it well ; 
It serves to daunt my foes, as it daunts thee. 
Ill give it thee ; 'twill help thee on thy course, 
And for the pain, — ^why heroes heed no pain. 

NIMROD. 

Thou shalt not daunt me, be thou man or fiend. 

SATAN. 

At least I'm not the Sage. See where he comes I 

[ They go apart. 
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Enter Abaddona. 

ABADDONA. 

The youth now poor ambition spurns; his mind 
Bears its own conscious worth above both hope 
And fear, heaven's engines and the fiend's. 

Tishe;— 
But who stands by him with averted gaze, 
Yet seems as if he saw me, as if eyes 
Were roimd him ? Is he man ? It is the Fiend I 
Hence in the name — 

SATAN \to Abaddona], 
Whose name, half>man, half-angel ? 
Dar'st even thine own name now pronounce from 

lips 
Of flesh assumed ? Try then more potent name. 
Thou'st ta'en man's form, but not God's image got. 
Man may call on his God — thou hast disowned him. 
Better call back the Spirit-star ? 

ABADDONA. 

Peace, sneerer : 
Thoult know me victor yet, 

SATAN. 

With Nimrod, King? 

ABADDONA. 

With Nimrod, Sage. He listens pleased. 
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SATAN. 

Tome. 

NIMROD. 

Melee, I heed thee not ; for Nahmah comes. 

ABADDONA. 

He yields I 

SATAN. 

To thee ? Sage, see where Nahmah comes I 
Enter Gush, Admah, and Nahmah. 

ABADDONA. 

Is this a creature made of earth's own dust, 
Who glides along its surface like the hreeze 
Bending with impulse sweet the mellowing corn, 
Conveying ripeness and a rich increase ? 
No, though new deluge come — 

SATAN \jo Ahaddona], 

Before the flood 
Angel loved woman, woman angel loved ; 
Love brought him down, but thou'rt already down ; 
Sage, look upon thy daughter.— 

[ To Nimrod. 
See he bends 
His gaze intent on Nahmah — 

NIMROD. 

Sage indeed. 
To bend at wisdom's loveliest shrine I 
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SATAN. 

Poor youth, 
Experience of thine own misdeeds will teach 
Far less forbearance, ere a year be passed. [^Aside. 

NAHMAH. 

Nimrod, the tower now gone, thoult look again 
On trees and plants, see natore quick repair 
All ravage with new beauty. — Strangers here I 

[Turning to Satan. 
Is this the Sage, who uses specious words 
To make thee seek not wisdom but its mock, 
And worship of thyself I 

SATAN. 

Nay, maiden, I 
Would teach him to find wisdom where it comes 
Radiant with mighty power, upraising him 
With thee, o'er your pleased fellows. — This the Sage, 
Who seeks dry wisdom in an empty well 
And keeps the dusty morsel to himself. 
Or for his selfish pupil — 

NAHMAH. 

Being, I shrink 
From thy defacing sneer ; thy gibing tones 
Seem like false echoes ringing round the truth. 
Bewildering to mislead. — Safety is hence ; — 
Come, Nimrod, home. 

p 
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ADMAH. 

Aye home I 

SATAN. 

Ha I Nimrod, see 
A leopard to the forest bears a kid ; 
But thy good dog with one prodigious bound 
Beats down the felon brute. 

NAHMAH. 

The little thing 
Runs limping to its dam. Oh noble dog I 

[To Nimrod, 
Thou'st taught him, and he is thine officer, 
Who further trophies gains thee. 

SATAN. 

Tell his name. 

NIMROIX. 

My Dog ! he needs no other name. 

SATAN, 

rU give 
A more deserving name. 

NAHMAH. 

What name ? 

SATAN. 

Nimrod. 

NAHMAH. 

That mighty name his master bears and makes 
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Terrific to the cruel, as the roar 

Of nearing cataract to the doomed canoe ; 

To sufferer pleasant as the light which streams 

Through opening prison doors. Save Nimrod none 

May share tiiat name and live. 

SATAN. 

Nimrod he was ; 
The dog is Nimrod now. 

ABADBONA. 

If he he Nimrod 
He is a twofold REBEL, doubling thus 
The name's foul import. 

SATAN [to Ahaddona]. 

All who claim their right, 
Power cdls rebellious, till power changes sides 
And shifts rebellion too. All claims are bad 
Till conquest brings reli^on in its trdn 
To hallow the success. Such mine, such thine; 
I have been beaten, therefore am the Fiend ; 
Thou still art angel, if the dog assume 
The name and place of Nimrod I 

ABADDONA. 

Nimrod remains 
With me ; be thine his dog. 

SATAN. 

Nimrod goes south. 
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ABADDONA. 

By me instructed Nimrod now can scorn 
lliy vulgar, sensual bait. 

SATAN. 

The dog returned 
With the slain leopard, now at Nahmah's feet 
Is crouching gladly. Mark his glistening eyes : — 
I speak not of the eyes that look on him. 
And make him almost human by the thanks 
They beam upon him. — Aye, look, look on her, 
As her white hands soothe down, yet make intense, 
The pride of conquest e'en in a dog's half-soull 
Didst e'er see rapture, Sage? He turns, he looks: 
What sorry spirit b this, who would assume 
A separate empire ? They who fell before 
At least had love full lavished to excuse 
An earthly yearning; this is earth itself 
Dragging down pride to thaw'neath passion's fire :— 
His power, that flits from its own purpose, &ils ; 
He owns — I see it in his quailing eye- 
He dare not here impede me. 

NIMULOD. 

Tell me, being, — 
I look on Nahmah and heed not thy scorn — 
Why has my dog my name ? 

SATAN. 

The mighty hunter 
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lies there above the leopard, and caressed 

By Nimrod's Nahmah ; while the man who bore 

That stirring name must now a dull long life 

Lie musing idly, vainly : I am done. — 

Would I could have the dog, then might the tribe 

Who sent me find the great protector lives ; 

And mothers frantic, with swoln stony eyes 

Fixed on their infants, ere they're torn away 

By ravening rival brutee, might find some tears 

To &11 in speechless gratitude upon 

The dog that once was Nimrod's. 

NAHMAH. 

Are there brutes 
Which still tear children ? Nimrod, Nimrod, hear I — 
Bid thy dog follow ; go. 

ADMAH. 

But is this true ? 

GUSH. 

Nimrod speaks not ; his dog points to the south. 

NAHMAH. 

Thy words are potent, yet my mind misgives. 
Thou canst not bate that sneer.— 

SATAN. 

The time allowed 
Is scant to tell thee all. But for the Sage, 
Whose torpid arguments have quenched the fire 
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That erst in Nimrod burned, whose words even me 
Thus far delay, perchance may all prevent ; 
For 'tis the right of sages to give words 
And to postpone decision : — words are things, 
Most potent things, oft serving quite as well 
As acts they would advise : — 

NAHMAH. 

Tell, teU at once 
That we may act, not speak. 

SATAN. 

I had told him 
As now I tell you all. (Nimrod, my friend. 
Be not all action without words, as erst 
Thou wert all words sans action ; wait until 
The tale shall tell thy path). Yon shattered tower, 
The broken toy of lightning's childish rage, 
Since deluged too by rain, is emptied now 
Of senators, serfs, workmen, warriors ; all 
That had man's strength or weapon meanly fled. 
In panic fear, leaving a crowd behind 
Of screaming infants, wailing mothers, whose 
Loud clamours reached the ravenous ears of beasts, 
That now in thousands howl around the tower 
And menace inroad. Paltry beasts I own, 
The lion and the mammoth quite extinct ; 
But helpless women equal victims are 
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Of leopards as of lions ; while thy dog— - 
Nimrod, give me thy dog ; — with him alone — 
Yet once or twice along that desolate night, 
I heard a deeper growl, a louder yell, 
Betokening mightier beast o'er which the dog 
Might prove uncertain mastery. I'll abide 
The risk: — thy dog, Nimrod ; — ^111 peril all 
On him. 

NIMROD. 

Thou shalt not ; this is my emprise. 
Nahmah I go, as thou wouldst bid me go; 
Should I refuse and should one babe be torn. 
My name is name for dastard. — Love farewell I 
When all are safe, again 111 heed thee, Sage I — 
Perchance with thee make thinking find the truth 
Or be its own reward ; now thinking yields 
To effort, action. — Melee, follow me ; 
My dog bounds on before. 

[Eant Nimrod with dog. 

SATAN. 

I follow thee. 
'Tis somewhat strange; my words to goodness 

prompt, — 
Goodness immediate, evil afterwards. 
So be it ever I [Exit Satan. 

CUSH. 

Nahmah, my son has gone; 
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He must come back triumphant. 

NAHMAH. 

Yes — ^I hope 
All may be well ; but did he say farewell? 

[^E:eit Abaddona* 

ADMAH. 

The Sage has passed away ; one look intense 
He gave to Nahmah, then his eyes to heaven 
He turned and shuddered. Is he man ? Is he 
Who took my son away ? Is Nimrod leagued 
With things that are not human ? 

CUSH. 

I rely 
Alike on his bold heart and gentle nature. 

NAHMAH. 

Thou awful Power^ whom we may never know, 
Who rul'st the future of all beings here. 
Dare we approach thee now ? My Nimrod save, 
Thy choicest work, from that fell sneering thing, 
And subtler promptings of self-seeking pride I 
From peril save him too I No, there his arm 
Is his assured defence. His parents save, 
And save me, for he loves me ! Hark, the peal ! 
The hoarse voice of the thunder groans along 
The hot and thirsty air. Is this a crime ? 
That blinding flash my dazzled eyesight quells, 
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But makes me see into my soul, and learn 
How impious was my prayer. Oh Power Supreme, 
Teach me to how my will unto thy will, * 

Which must he hest. Yes, now I am resigned ! 

In this I trust ; goodness at last must reign : 

Mother, we are not left all desolate ; 

Come, father, home, and wait our Nirorod there. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene L 

Plain ofBahyhfiy with the shattered Tower in 
the distance. 

Enter Nimrod* 

NIMROD. 

HAT men could boldly plan and patiently 



T 



Heap up yon mighty mass is strange, more 
strange 
They should forsake it in despair because 
A passing tempest tore away its top^ 
As Fve seen branches from the cedar yield 
Before the hurricane's mad buffetings, 
Leaving the parent trunk more free to spread, 
And rich abundance of new branches give 
With merry opening leaves ; like younger sons 
Laughing away the tears from father's eyes 
Even for his first-born dead. Their flight though 

base 
Builds up my fortune, for their tower is mine, 
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As mine the town ; and all who yet abide 

Within its vast circumference own me 

Their chief, because Pve slain or scared the brutes 

Far off into the waste. Melee, thy words 

Were true ; I am their Lord. But where art thou ? 

He was beside me till I dashed among 

The howling monsters, and then suddenly 

He was not, and my dog alone was left 

To aid me in the strife ; my dog, who now 

Unheeding slumbers, whom he Nimrod called. — 

Lo I where the Sage approaches. Art convinced ? 

My mission proves for good, the brutes are quelled, 

And man again is lord. 

Enter Abaddona. 

ABADDONA. 

Then home, and reign 
Proud o'er the prostrate impulse that would urge 
From good to vulgar greatness. Hero, home I 

NIMROD. 

ril call my dog, or wouldst thou he remain — 
Be Nimrod here while I go back to sleep. 
As Melee said ? 

ABADDONA. 

Shun him who*d bid thee stay 
To take ambition's wage ; the object gained 
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To be despised when gdned, and merit made 

Mean lacquey to perpetual discontent. 

Such not the discipline of soul Fd give 

To help thee to the mighty heights of mind ! 

Then greatly spurn this greatness ; homeward go I 

NIMROD. 

Haine then with thee. Nahmah shall know I've left 
My dog in Babel. 

ABADDONA. 

I am proud. 

NIMROD. 

Who comes ? 
Enter Ludim. 

LUDIM. 

Thou great one, list ; a marvel I must tell. 
I joined tliine onset; with an emulous club 
J <i asked among the brutes thy prowess scared^ 
And scattered death, while near me ever kept 
A creature with erected neck and head 
Formed not for carnage, with lithe limbs of speed 
Aud hoof^ that wnmg fine echoes from the ground : 
Its big^ eyes fixed on me, it harmed no beast, 
Yet leaped and neighed at every blow I dealt. 
Toil- worn I stumbled, on its shoulder leaned ; 
A something bade me clamber to its back ; 
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At once I was, all weariness forgot, 

A thing of power and speed I On, on we flew 

Right on our victims, reached them, struck, and 

Till to the far horizon we had ranged, [passed. 

Each bound and blow a conquest. Nothing seemed 

To make that creature weary, nothing seemed 

To make me weary as it bore me on. 

And now it waits for thee, self-given to thee. 

^IMROD. 

To me, how given ? 

LUDIM. 

To thee as first of men, 
He, first of beasts, will proudly give himself. 
To me he lent himself to gain thy notice ; 
For, as I neared thee, with a proud disdain 
He reared and threw me, yet with art so nice 
The fall but hurt my pride, and made me know 
This beast is thine, for thee the seat ordained 
Where he who sits rules all. 

NIMROD. 

I'd scorn the seat, 
Which thou my friend hast lost ? 

LUDIM. 

The horse then neighed 
(So is the creature called), and hundreds rushed 
Peopling the dreary wastes with gallant sounds ; 
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These hundreds wait his call, he thine ; I know, 
On pliant back of each I'd sit secure : 
He waits for thee alone, as made for thee. 
Nimrod, accept the horse I 

ABADDONA. 

Refuse the horse ! 
'Twill hurry thee mad, headlong to the brink 
Where vanity's broad, gaudy flowers conceal 
The yawning gulf of crime ; 'twill make thee pay 
For added powers of body by the mind 
Made weak, to passion yielding, and to pride 
Built upon things external, borrowed pride ; 
Not the proud consciousness of innate worth. 
The native lofty pride which I would give. 
Refuse the dangerous gift ! 

NIMROD. 

At least I'd see it. 
Nimrod would see the horse. 

[_Enter on one side of the dismantled Tower a 
crowd of women and children with some young 
men ; on the other side a herd of wild horses 
with Ludivfis horse a^ their leader, beside whom 
is Nimrod *s dog, who bounds towards his Mas' 
ter. 
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ABADDONA. 

Nimrody thy dog 
Now asks in vain the smile which to his soul 
Is all the heaven he craves. Hast thou forgot 
He saved thee from the mammoth's cavemed mouth, 
Which could have tombed a host of these new slaves. 
Who willing come to aid in making slaves ; 
These supple ministers of reckless power, 
Whose ready backs, raising their master up 
A few feet 'hove his kindred, make him lose 
All common feeling with the general mass 
Who move as nature meant ; till both become 
A hideous compound of the beast and man ; — 
The beast, all gentle, docile, harmless, dumb ; 
The man imperious, ready to assail. 
Reckless, impatient, noisy, cruel, who 
Gives to the beast his fury, makes its limbs 
Bear on the compound creature to such deeds 
As might appal the tiger. Send these beasts 
Back to their proper wilds ; come home with me. 
More great o'er this temptation spumed. — At least 
Caress the dog which saved thee. 

NIMROD. 

Tease me not. — 
Ha I rebel darest thou ? 

[Nimrqct strikes the dog. 
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What have I done ! 
Thou hast no menace in that cry supprest ; — 
I would thou hadst — he still, or get hehind me ! 
Away, petitioner ; here stands a slave 
Who hath no craving in his gentle eye ; 
Of praise regardless, quietly resigned 
To toil unrecompensed, without a voice 
To howl in discontent, in menace growl ; 
His neighing always joy. See how he moves. 
Still looking sole to me ; each motion telling 
His strength^ his will are mine. — Dog, crouch or go ; 
The horse approaches. 

ABADDONA. 

*Tis not meant for thee ; 
'Tis meant like Freedom's type to range the wilds, 
Bounding along the unbounded with the wind. 
There guiltless gaze admiring. On its back. 
Rushing in reckless power, wild instincts come 
With growing thirst of blood. Spurn the poor gift. 
Seeking a sway far nobler o*er thy self 
And him whom gliding hitherward I see 
Among that shivering, though unconscious, crowd, 
Giving to each one, as he touches, thoughts 
Of coming dreadful death.— The tempter comes, 
And unborn ages quiver on thy choice. 
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MIMROD. 

What gloom is't musters round me while the sun 
Is cloudless all ? Ha I Melee, art thou come ? 

Enter Satan, 

I have enough ; I want thee not, nor thee. 
Go scour thou horse, along thy native wilds ; 
Crop the free grass ungrudging nature gives ; 
Go hare thy proud neck to the coming hiast, 
And neigh delighted 'gainst its thunderings, 
Till in thy joy they seem to clothe thee round, 
And thou dost hound amid the rage of winds, 
As if thou wert a creature of their own, 
To show their force, their shoutings, and their joy. 
Thou art not meant for me : if now I use thee 
I may forget my Nahmah and myself. 

ABADDONA [a««fe]. 

He has it still ; in that wild hurst I find 
His hidden, hotter nature. 

SATAN [to Ahaddona]. 

Would*st have him think 
Of home without his Nahmah, or his home 
With heir, and wanting thee ? — Then take him home 
To Nahmah and return. What I selfish still ? 
Away ; thy poor philosophy more false 
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Than even truth's mockery which I gneering use. 

[,ExU Abaddona. 
ITo Nimrod.2 
Would'st churlish spurn a gift so freely given — 
This creature formed for speed, for strength and 
All giving, nothing asking ? [power, 

NIMROD. 

Should I take, 
I may lose Nahmah, must lose peace. 

SATAN. 

What time, 
Since thy first conquest told thee thou wert man. 
Hast thou known peace? What's sleepy peace to 

thee? 
Oblivion, or the dream of discontent. 
Where energy, denied her scope, exhausts 
Her powers in plaguing thought. In action only 
Can joy be found, and even hope must look 
To action in the future for content. 
Defend thy tower. 

NIMROD. 

My tower ? 

SATAN, 

Thine, by all rights, 
Surrender, conquest, choice ; and craven he 
Who would desert it now, that it may be 
The fold of brutish beasts, or men more base; 
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Who cowards left their infants here to die ; 
Baser than all, save him, who would avoid 
The perilous glorious toil of their defence. 

MIMROD. 

How dar'st thou thus to me? 

SATAN. 

I fear thee not. 
I fear alone the man who never saw 
The object that appalled him. 

NIMROD. 

Why do these words 
Stiffen my heart to sternness till it spurn 
The Sage's words of truth : this tower I'll keep 
Without the aid of beasts. Alone I saved, 
Alone I may preserve. 

SATAN. 

From beasts thou mayest ; 
But they who fled the tower now mourn Its loss^ 
And vengeful may return to slaughter alL 

NIMROD. 

As beasts I'll meet them, crush and trample down . 
The men who could their babes expose to beasts 

SATAN. 

Thou'dst try, perchance achieve, but will the horse 
By thee refused, return to his free wilds, 
To neigh with empty boastings to the winds. 
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To bound and prance in mockery of fight, 

With mane far streaming on the sweeping blast, 

As thou didst idly paint him? Well he knows 

His nature all imperfect till to man 

He lend his powers. So, if by thee despised, 

He with his fellows to the savage tribes 

Who 30(5 k thy own, thy empire's overthrow, 

Wiil give his fleetness and his force ; and then, 

Mayhap even then, thy prowess may suffice 

To tur3i a doubtful fight. I shall not see it. 

I know ^vhat danger is, and I can dare 

When pnidence fairly sanctions ; but such rashness 

Unsanctioned, profitless, is mere despair 

Or overweening pride : either I shun 

Abhorrent to my nature. 

NIMROD. 

What wild fire 
Gleams from thine eyes, darting like adders* 

tongues ? 
Once wcrt thou thus before, and then as now 
A nameless horror shook me. 

SATAN. 

*Twas a pang 
At thought of useless peril braved to find 
A certain woe ; for, ere the day be thine, 
Thousands may lie in pain all cursing him> 
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Their Hi-named guardian, who in pride rejects 
What gives him victory and them safety too. 

NIMROD. 

But would these potent heasts remain our friends, 
Nor in the dangerous crisis of the fight, 
Eememhering man is tyrant of the beasts, 
For freedom strike and vengeance ? 

SATAN. 

Lo, the herd 
Of these strong, graceful creatures bounds along. 
In serried phalanx o'er the trembling ground I 
What fellow man could live 'mid such a rush 
Of earth-indenting hoofs ? 

NlMROD. 

'Twould bear me down. 
Who yet have bent not 'neath the thundering bound 
Of the brown lion's onset 

SATAN. 

See, where that child. 
That little girl scarce three years old, with steps 
Feeble, yet fearless^ with an infant's trust, 
Totters before the throng. 

NlMROD. 

The child is lost! 
Bound to the rescue, dog. How gone ? 
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SATAN. 

In vain I 
Ere this, the child b crushed I 

MMROD. 

They pause — ^they part, 
They check,' they strain, they tumble all in heaps 
And wound each other cruelly, ere harm 
A creature that is human. 

SATAN. 

And see how 
Their chief, the noblest creature of them all, 
Who waits but thy consent to be thy slave, 
With gentlest hoof, and softest motion nears, 
Moves round the infant, bends his lofty neck 
Where strength, ease, grace and majesty are blent — 
Look where the daring infant's little hands 
Play with his mane ; he dare not lift his head 
Lest he displease the child. 

NIMROD. 

Enough — enough. 
Whate'er betide, that creature is mine own. 

SATAN. 

The infant, too, is thine : the mother dead. 
Left her an orphan to the sovereign's care. 

NIMROD. 

Sovereign ? what meanest thou P 
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SATAN. 

All thou wilt know 
When on that seat of empire thou art set. 

NIMROD. 

I care not for thy meaning ; that child's friend 
Is mine, and mine that daring child. 

SATAN. 

'Tis done! 
lEitit Satan. 

INimrod moves forward^ and takes up the young 
Semi R AMIS, who clings to him. The horse 
stands with 4iis head at Nimrod^sfeet. Nvm- 
rody after a pause, hounds on its hack, with the 
child in his arms. The people shout, 

CROWD. 

Hail Nimrod^ Saviour Champion, and our King I 
Now fear we not or heast, or hostile man. 

NIMROD. 

Nimrod I was, now am I many such, 
Yet all am Nimrod ; myself multiplied 
In force, in energy, in power ; in all 
That made existence proud and fearless joy. 
This creature moves heneath me as myself; 
As if a thousand limbs were mine to bear 
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Me onward o'er all prostrate. Hal what mean 

These mustering clouds up streaming to the sun, 
Telling of wild commotion in the south? 
And now, methinks^ a hollow, gathering sound — 
A coming, hoarser tramp — now million points 
Of dancing light break through the serried cloud, 
As if some new strange firmament had set 
Its starry screen beneath the wondering sun. 
What may all mean ? My horse begins to snort, 
And all his fellows with quick ears bent forth, 
Their nostrils reddening with impatient breath. 
Pant eager for some action ; e'en this child, 
Quick gazing forward through her eager eyes, 
Poises with tiny hand a reed for dart. 
Who comes? 

Enter Messenger in haste, 

MESSENGER. 

Great king, along the southern plain 
Swarm myriads all in arms, and slaughtering 
Men who invoke thee, dying; here they point, 
Brandish their clubs, and howl, and hither rush. 

Chorus of Women in confusion. 

In countless numbers now assured. 
In coward fury mad; 
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For all that they before endured, 
In hope of vengeance glad. 

Oh little ones, who clmg to us, 

Your murderer presses on ; 
Dear babe, oh, cling not to me thus ! 

Must death take thee, my son ? 

Is there no help ? Ah ! who stands there 

With scowling, steady eye ? 
His daring drives away despair. 

My child, thou shalt not die. 

My child, my child, in joy now sing ; 

'Twas but a mother s fright ; 
See Nimrod's proud eye ghttering 

Claims peril as his right. 

Shout, shout ! fear not, ye mothers all ; 

Raise high the battle song ; 
Nimrod leads victory as his thraU, 

Battles to him belong. 

NIMROD. 

Thanks, thanks, my subjects ; now are ye my friends, 
And your acclaim, where confidence o'er fear 
Achieves a gradual mastery, makes me 
Now more than ever king, for ye do trust me. 
s 
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In that is victory. Come, daring youths t 
You fight with Nimrod, fight for all you love. 
See how, the steeds dispersing, each stands now 
By his appointed rider. Share their fire I 
Methinks I've all his instinct whom I ride, 
The dear enchantment of a peril dared. 
Secure of this, the heart is equal to 
The dire encounter, the result uncared ; 
At least there is wild joy in rushing on, 
More joy in blow redoubling blow on blow. 
As if the heart and life were in the arm, 
And all its motion ecstasy. 

Take the child; 
My arm must now be free. This knotted club 
Has hundred spikes ; each to a rebel's brain 
Must tell its deadly mandate. I begrudge 
That others share my work. Will she not leave me, 
Thus clinging eager, as the roar of war 
Comes nearest now in harshest dissonance? 
It seems like music to her ear, as mine ! 
Then shall she leave me not ; with me she goes 
To find 'mong yonder hosts an early grave. 
Or victory and throne. Mount, mount at once. 
The earth deep thunders as the warriors vault 
Each to his warlike seat. Again it rings 
With cheering music, as the echoing hoofs 
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Announce the horsemen ranging, dead'nmg now 
The duller roar of yon advancing mass 
Hurrying for desperate struggle. You, whose spears. 
Caught up in haste, gleam emulous against 
The now uncovered sun, the foremost rank 
Assume : — 'tis well; — now, ported low your spears, 
Prepare for headlong rush ; and you with cluhs 
Will follow in well ordered second rank, 
To glean the victims we may leave to you. 
See no one strikes hefore me. On, hrave horse I 
I need not urge thee ; thou'rt myself and feel'st 
The maddening ecstasy, when horse and man 
Rush gainst and through resistance, or die there I 

[ The followers ofNimrod have divided into two 
lines : the first liney armed with spears^ rush 
out with Nimrod a little in advance^ Nimrod 
hearing the child in his left arm, and brandish- 
ing his enorm^oics club with his right hand. The 
second line, armed with clubs, also on horse- 
bach,f allow after a short interval. The crowd 
gazes amtiously after them. 

Re-enter Satan. 

SATAN. 

My power against the sophist's I This young man, 
Whom I scarce thought of, might have calm re- 
mained 
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Amid his rescued wilds and found content, 

With his own Nahmah happy lived and died, 

Leaving unfelt, unknown, the sting within 

Which goads man's soul to greatness and to grief, 

But for the interference of this spirit. 

Who still would vibrate betwixt heaven and me; 

The latest and the meanest of the race 

Whom pride compels to doubt. He now forsooth 

Must point to greatness, that with loftier pride 

His pupil may reject it. Greatness comes : 

The pupil scorns ? No ; clutches it, and is 

A wholesale murderer, writing in blood my theme, 

That might is right, success the only good. 

And a proud discontent insulting heaven 

The sole alleviation given to those 

On whom misfortune frowns. He has success. 

By me devised this strange assorted mass 

Now stagger towards him but to meet overthrow. 

I. laughed as each one hither rushed with shouts, 

To think how soon these shouts to shrieks would 

turn. 
And still I hear them. Now the roar has ceased 
Of clustering, rushing onward. Stillness holds — 
The pause of meeting armies : would I could 
Prolong it ; 'tis the pause ere agony 
In iron folds her writhing victim twines. 
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To me more thrilling than the loudest yell 
AVhich tells that pain has done its worst, for then 
I can no more. Tis gone I The shock, the roar, 
The blow, the parry, the re-answering blow. 
The ring of iron. Now the shriek, the groan, 
The cry for quarter, the fierce shout of pride 
At coming conquest, the low wail of woe. 
And mercy sitting with dishevelled hair. 
And blood-bedabbled garments, deaf not dumb ; 
She asks, but she hears not. And now again 
The reek of carnage steaming through the air, 
The mangled creatures tossing to and fro. 
The screams for water, the dear dream of home 
Waking to parched despair, the pools of blood 
Slow welling or thick gurgling, kneading the ground; 
And, as the wailings hush, then death, sole friend, 
Silent permits each quivering limb to rot ; 
While raven, wolf, and vulture hovering near 
Inhale the stench of death, and hungry dare 
On the still living rush with jaw and beak. 
I see it all and smile. Is this thy world? 
This proof of free will given by thee to man? 
Even in the hell thy vengeance made for us 
We cannot see such sights, and must come here 
To find that man on victim man can give 
A lesson fiends might sicken at. He comes. 
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The first of victors, teacher of the art 

That glory finds m sinking earth 'neath hell. 

lExit Satan, 

Re-enter Nimrod victorious, still carrying the 
child, his followers with the bloody spoils of the 
slain. One Prisoner, 

MMROD. 

Whose is that uncouth form, thy horse drags here? 
I hade thee hring none such. 

BABYLONIAN. 

This man asked mercy, 
His son was dead heside him ; so I spared. 
Deal with him as thou wilt. 

NIMROD. 

Did father ask 
The life his child refused ? Then let him die I 
No— life were worse. Release ! Go wander, wretch, 
For ever know thy dead son follows thee, 
And bids thee loathe the life now meanly begged, 
Because that son is dead; when tired, come back 
To us and find the death thou now shouldst choose. 
[ The prisoner is unbound* 

PRISONER. 

I m not thy father ; why should I choose death ? 

\_Ea:it prisoner. 
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NIMROD. 

Ludim, thou hast fought well. Be deputy 
To Nimrod. Be our other self. When we, 
(For, soTereign, we are all, yet all in one,) 
Are absent, reign ; when present, bend as now ! 
Haste in the town by conquest now, our own. 
Find lodgement for my steeds ; find fit abode 
For my brave warriors ; find the peerless place 
Where we may dwell, where all may see we dwell, 
And where our dwelling of itself may seem 
The dread abode of empire I Take this child : — 
Nay, daring infant, do not cling nor pout ; 
He is our officer, and thou shalt be 
For ever nearest to our throne and heart. 
Well pleased she now clings to thee. See her lodged 
[ Gives the child to Ludim. 
Right royally within our palace gate ; 
By zeal deserve our favour; haste away I 

[-ElrtY Ludim with child. 

Enter Shadl. 

SHAUL. 

And have I found thee now ? Art thou thyself. 
Or some poor mock of Nimrod ? 

NIMROD. 

Who speaks ? Shaul ! 
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8HAUL. 

That voice reminds me of my kindred slain. 
But not of Nahmah. 

NIMROD. 

Nahmahy sayest thou ? 

SHAUL. 

Thy softening tones hring echoes from our Home. 

NIMROD. 

Our home I 

SHAUL. 

Say what thou wouldst. 

NIMROD. 

Home I Is it home 
Where Nahmah dwells ? But thou shalt bring' her 
here. 

SHAUL. 

Fierceness is on thy brow ; thy hands are red ; 
On this huge beast thou'rt set, while crowding slaves 
Kneel abject at its feet. Can Nahmah come ? 

NIMROD. 

These sorry hands I — yet safety must cement 
The throne with blood of rebels. All are safe 
Who serve; let traitor? die. — Yes! Nahmah comes. 
Soon with brave retinue shalt thou set forth 
To bring my Empire's Empress and my Nahmah. 
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Meanwhile come with me. Come, my subjects, too ; 
This night we make high festival for all. 

Scene II. 
Near the cottage of Cush* 

Nahm AH discovered alone. 

[nahmah sings.'] 

Meek Patience, where ? 

Thy robe about thee draped with decent care ; 

Thou solemn, voiceless matron, sadly fair. 

Fixing on grief thy soft unchanging smile. 

Till grief herself from pain thou dost at last beguile. 

Where art thou found, 
Thou soothing only balm to cureless wound ? 
In silent mossy cave, far under ground. 
Beyond the dive of earth's harsh sounds, alone. 
Unheeding the wild winds that all around me moan ? 

Or art thou now. 
Sickened of earth and its ne'er satiate woe, 
In the blue sky unheeding all below. 
On the near sim thy gracious smile bestowing ? 
For he like thee ne'er tires nor grudges his beams 
flowing. 
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Yet, Patience, come ! 
Make in this aching heart thy gentle home ; 
When thou art there its waihngs will he dumb. 
Come I come ! thou hast too long a stranger been : 
But oh ! bring hope, my woe for patience else too 
keen. 

Such now my song : 'tis like a needless prayer, 
To some deaf object made ; it soothes awhile. 
Yet leaves us as we were. — I once could sing 
Like that wild lark mad leaping in the air. 
Upward and upward cleaving, singing up 
As if his voice not wings beat back the air. 
Urging him towards the sun ; yet scorns he not 
In all his boundless freedom the dear sward 
That holds his humble nest. So would I be : 
Pd mount in all thought's ecstasy up where 
The blue unbounded, stretching still above 
The highest, palest cloud that evening paints. 
Seems ground for tread of beings nobler far 
Than aught we dream of here ; I'd tread like them 
That radiant pathway, meet the flashing stars 
And ask them what they are, — why night by night 
They glitter o'er us, — where they hide by day, — 
And why such bright and steady joyous things 
Fly from the sun whom they should glad attend, 
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Bright friends around him brightening. How more 

fair 
Our rainbow were fretted with little stars I 
rd ask them to leave all alone the moon ; 
She likes them not ; for, as she comes, they pale, 
And seem to shrink from her, so wan and cold, 
Who likes to sleep on snow-drifts silently, 
With living things that never wake again 
Nor heed the thawing sun. Dear little stars. 
Why herd you with the moon ? And then IM step 
With foot of light or silent Ughtning there 
Where the white path far stretches o'er the sky 
Leading perchance to hght of light in heaven. 
Yet there Td still, like lark, turn back to home 

More dear than all the splendour. — The lark sinks 
down 

To home. What home is mine ? Nimrod is gone. 

The lark beguiles no more ; — I'm desolate. — 

Cush, Admah, seek —call. — Nimrod answers not. 

Enter A bad dona. 

ABADDONA. 

'Tis she. The breeze, approaching, softer grows 
To Unger by her beauty ; at her gaze 
Gloom lightens to a smile. — Can she be mortal ? 
Can matter spirit-mixed in this rude world 
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Surpass the heaven's pure essences ? Must she 
Be mate to yon coarse murderer, who at scent 
Of coming carnage, in mad lust of sway, 
Mean yielded to the demon ? Where should love 
Such as her unmatched loveliness must own 
Find ohject, save from heaven ? 

NAHMAH. 

The Sage returned ? 
He seemed a cold, calm, venerable man. 
Speaking to Nimrod ; nearing thus to me, 
What youthful beauty softens o'er his cheek I 
'Tis joy; he hath good tidings ; Nimrod is well. 

ABADDONA. 

Would'st see him well as now he is well. 

NAHMAH. 

Would flowers, 
Shedding cold tears upon the lingering night, 
Behold the sun that dries them ? Would the lark, 
Dazzled with fierce excess of flaming light. 
Behold its sheltered home 'mong dewy grass 
Where chirp its nestlings ? Would the heart-torn 

mother, 
Whose baby lost amid the pathless woods 
Was deemed the feast of wolves, behold it smile 
Safely returning ? More than all would I 
Behold my all, my Nimrod. 
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ABADDONA. 

Come, then, with me, 
And thou shalt see him as he is, and will 
Through the dark future he. Then, seeing, judge, 
Decide. 

NAHMAH. 

What mean'st thou, mystic, mocking Being ? 
And how in tones that are so heavenly sweet 
Can'st thou give utterance to harsh, jangling words, 
That should be home upon a serpent's hiss 
Less deadly than their falsehood ? The future dark 
With Nimrod well ? That future must be safe 
And blest as now ; my Nimrod cannot change. 
Yet will I with thee. In thine aspect now 
A beauty more than human softly lurks ; 
Tis as the first flush on the sun-kissed bud 
Telling the infant rose. Thou must be true. 
For beauty is truth's handmaid. On to Nimrod I 

ABADDONA. 

To yonder hill. 

NAHMAH. 

What hill? 

ABADDONA. 

The hill that lifts 
Its furrowed forehead nearest to the sky. 

[A mountain rises in the South. 
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NAHMAH. 

I see, but ne'er have seen it thus before ; 
Its dazzling top the very sun confronts 
Claiming an equal ken. 

ABADDONA. 

Thy hand. 

NAHMAH. 

We move 
Without an effort, yet the top is reached. 
Methought untoiling I did tread the air. 

ABADDONA. 

Toil waits for thee. 

NAHMAH. 

A plain spreads boundless round, 
Yet still my eye is above it; — ^wider still, 
And now the further ground seems bending down 
While I look over. See I the huge side 
Of all the world, with rocks, trees, moving things 
All crowded there, as here, yet falling not ? 
An elephant is standing by a lake. 
Yet the slant water smoothly, calmly clings. 
While the beast's trunk draws up at ease, and sheds 
A sidelong shower, which yet disperses not 
But on its back returns, as if both were 
Erect as we are here. All indistinct 
In distance now: — the hill shoots up with us;— 
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Green trees, brown sands, blue distant hills and seas 

Seem melting, blending, brightening to one hue 

Of paly gold, like clearest autumn moon. 

Is that bright thing our world, and is it round ? 

Or is it night, and see I but the moon ? 

Yet all is radiant from the glowing sun 

Right opposite I It is — it is our world ! 

Oh beauteous happy thing, whose all of foul 

Or dismal blended adds but to the fair 

To make this ball of brightness ! 

ABADDONA. 

Why dost thou pause ? 

NAHMAH. 

What is't, that silent comes, yet strikes the ear 
With gentle, awful thrill ? Not sound ; 'tis light 
Slow swelling into music ; — to my eye 
Motion makes seeming sound. It moves — it 

moves ; — 
The bright majestic ball, like living thing, 
Turns fleet as bounding antelope, yet slow — 
Its vast circumference makes swiftness slow — 
And utmost speed in solemn march sustains. 
How sweetly flow, as it moves stately on. 
These living strains, unbroken, perfect, full, 
Where discord seems impossible. Again, 
On the other side, a distance-softened strain 
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Of still sublimer anthem. — Is*t the sun ? 
Is he too world and movmg ? making light 
The gixer of his praises, in his song 
Telling some awful yet all gracious Power 
How dear is duty — ^how delightful, praise, 
And discontent how foul. All gone I Am I 
Again above the sultry plain ? And thou, 
Mysterious stranger, why that frown ? 

ABADDONA. 

Vain girl, 
I've raised thee 'hove this little mass, thy world, 
Which thou didst think a measureless expanse, 
While but a rounded atom whirling round 
A bigger blazing atom called thy sun ; 
To lift thee to the height where all is scorned 
Earth's greatest, earth itself, and greater sun, — 
By mind, which masters all I 

NAHMAU. 

But didst not see 
Earth's full eflPulgence shedding joy, nor hear 
The hymn it moves with, answering richer hymn 
The sun from distance gives to tell how both 
Adore Him who made both, who must be good, 
Whom I would know, adore? Again that frown ! 

ABADDONA. 

I saw earth silent take the sun's full beams, 
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Keeping their heat, then throwing to the moon 
Cold mockery of their light. I heard no sound; 
Yet measured motion may strike human eyes 
With power akin to sound. Now see thy Nimrod ! 

NAHMAH. 

The plain approaches ; or the mountain now 

Is but a hill, such as I've often climbed 

To see our cottage in its simple peace. 

While all the southward opens to my view. 

Ah I now the tower on which my Nimrod gazed 

Is nearing me, — ^beneath me : — ^how they swarm 

These busy creatures I Are they bees or ants ? 

ABADDONA. 

Insects seen thus ; from level seen they're men. 
Descend, that thou mayest see. 

[ They go down* 

NAHMAH. 

They throng — ^they crowd. 
How awful yet how thrilling is this press 
Of men and women packed, with their dear babes 
Crowing in glee ! 

ABADDONA. 

Then look beyond this throng 
Of wondering clowns. What see*st ? 

NAHMAH. 

Why make it pain 
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To see ? That vast plain once has heen a field 
Of merry com fast ripening. Here and there 
A blade or two untouched still timid wave, 
And wonder at the life they have while all 
Beside are trodden down. Oh better far 
To share than see such mischief! Thousands lie 
All corpses. Creatures like ourselves lie there. 
But each is mangled, crushed — all hideous. Dead, 
At least they feel no more. 

ABADDONA. 

Hist ! hear'st thou not ? 

NAHMAH. 

Is sight not grief enough? I hear — ^it comes 

From yon all-mangled wretch : — he stirs — ^he moans, 

And twists in agony his writhing form. 

Another in an equal pain — now more. — 

Is all the field alive, is death in Ufe, 

Or is death, mocking life, with pain allied, 

To counterfeit a Hfe more horrible 

Than death all undisguised ? Now all is gone. — 

I see them not ; I see a happy crowd ; 

I hear their shouts of glad expectancy. 

Who towering comes bearing upon his arm 

A lovely child ? As he is seen, the shouts 

Ring up till air exhausted will not bring 

A further echo. Ha I he turns ; 'tis Nimrod I 
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My love, my own, my NirarodI Now I am 
More than myself, to see him lifted up 
In all his self-earned grandeur. Sage, thou rt true; 
Thou St given me sight of Nimrod. 

ABADDONA. 

See in his 
The hand which gave to agony and death 
Yon ghastly mangled heap. 

NAHMAH. 

Now art thou false : — 
Look on these happy thousands. 

ABADDONA. 

Are all happy ? 

NAHMAH. 

Who are these creatures sadly standing there 
With fettered quivering hands ? They seem to beg 
For something— do they not? 

ABADDONA. 

They beg for life. 

NAHMAH. 

Their lives are safe with Nimrod. 

ABADDONA. 

Are they safe? 

NAHMAH. 

How ? sternness on that brow I He frowns. What 
mean 
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These screams of fear and pain ? He heeds them not ; 

Men tear them hack shrieking and tottering ; he 

Unmoved with iron visage looks ; he nods ; 

A savage strikes one down a quivering corpse :— 

Again a shriek, a hlow — again — all dead. 

Oh I Nimrod, are they dead who called on thee? 

Sage, hid me wake; this is some frightful dream. 

ABADDONA. 

Would it were so ! 

NAHMAH. 

The men who mercy asked. 
Yet found it not, now mangled lie secure, 
And there is triumph in their prostrate forms 
O'er tyranny now powerless. Can it be? 
Have I seen Nimrod ? Am I Nahmah still ? 
Oh I this is vile delusion ! In thine eye, 
All beauty gone, is proud exulting sneer, 
Most like the scout's, who bade my Nimrod go: — 
Art thou of kindred with that dreadful being, 
Whose eye ne'er rested or the very grass 
Had withered at his gaze? Thou art I He has 
Misled my Nimrod ; me thou wouldst deceive 
With pictures formed of thickening air to make 
Day dreams of woe. 

ABADDONA. 

Wilt doubt eyes, ears, and me ? 
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NAHMAH. 

Must eyes, ears, thou, alike mock, murder peace ? 
I doubt their tidings ; not thy hateful sneer. 

ABADDONA. 

Doubt memory too I Thy Nimrod ne'er shed blood. 
And Shaul's rude kindred live ? 

NAHMAH. 

'Twas in defence. 
Go baffled, go I 

ABADDONA. 

He slaughtered in defence 
And felt no pride in conquest o'er his kind? 

NAHMAH. 

Is cruel memory leagued with thee ? He mourned. 
Yet spoke of that wild joy — 

ABADDONA. 

Which, glutted now, 
Revels, yet is not satiate, and for more 
Bums with intemperate craving. Such is man 
Whose mind, untamed by reason's measured sway, 
Yields weakly to mere impulse. Tis a brute, 
Whom reason waits on, eager to direct 
And fashion to a god. She fails ; the blood, 
Hot^ furious swelling in the fevered veins, 
^mts for the earthly object in the eye 
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And hears not reason*s whisper at the ear. 
Again look on. 

NAHMAH. 

All changed I It was a dream. 

ABADDONA. 

See'st not yon fair expanse of hill and vale ? 
The lark thou art so fond of flutters gay, 
Piping in glee to the slow sinking sun 
Close by thy level ear. 

NAHMAH. 

Dear little warbler, 
Am I too with thee in this happy sky, 
Sharing thy simple raptures ? Up, still up I 
I'm now thy fellow, chorister of heaven. 
And fain would join thy notes, and soar and sing; 
For thou dost seem to bear to these faint stars. 
Now modest peeping, waiting till the sun 
Will take no umbrage at their quiet beams 
Replacing his hot splendour, all sweet thoughts 
Which happy loving souls exchanged this day 
Now peaceful passing. Is't so, lark ? Art thou 
The appointed holy minister to tell 
At eventide to heaven of all that earth 
May own without a tear ; as thou at mom 
Dost sing of coming joy ? 
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ABADDONA. 

All here is peace. 
The plam well cultured waves with heavy grain ; 
The wearied swains trudge home in calm content 
To cottages trim ordered ; at each door 
The smiling matron stands, her toil too ended, 
The toil creating comfort, with her swarm 
Of prattling boisterous little ones who shout, 
As each the father sees — while by yon hedge, 
Which even the searching sun hath left in shade 
Of coy concealment, the half shrinking girl 
Lists to the vow of love, and gives the kiss. 
The first, the ne'er forgotten kiss, which makes 
Romance through wedded life. Now look beyond : — 
The setting sun hath yet left beams enough 
To shew the proud erections clustered there. 
Where art, contrivance, toil distributed, 
Effort combined, raise man's to giant's power. 
Thou seest a city, whence the country round 
Gets laws and comforts, giving in exchange 
The excess of its full produce : such are men 
Whom reason guides and governs. 

NAHMAH. 

I could dwell 
For ever peaceful *mong these cottages ; 
But Td ne'er seek thy city: — ^'tis a crowd 
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Where stronger trample weaker men for room. 
Oh why should men thus cluster like the bees 
Who toil unceasing, while the honey oft 
Goes to the spoiler, not the maker. Hark ! 

ABADDONA. 

What is't thou hear'st ? 

NAHMA0. 

I hear a gathering sound 
Like that within the womb of Ararat, 
Ere the ground shakes and opens, swallowing up 
Acres of crashing forests, ere there pours 
Red lava bursting from the gaping rocks ; 
Ere the vast snow-drift slips, moans, thunders down. 

ABADDONA. 

That were sublime, but this mere mischief. See, 
'Tis rush of men infuriate, men made beasts; 
In flames each cottage crackles 'mid the screams 
Of dying inmates' agony. Now here. 
In bold despair, a father and his sons 
Stand 'gainst overwhelming odds, till beaten down 
They lie at least upon some victims made, 
Death sweetened still by vengeance. What see'st 
more? 

NAHMAH. 

The shrieking mother pierced by the same spear 
That first transfixed her infant. *Tis the dream 
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Of madness: — rather let me feel than see 
Such horrors I 

ABADDONA. 

Look again ! 

NAHMAH. 

The maiden seized, 
Struggling with that red savage, who has felled 
Her lover to the dust ; with mighty hound 
Of love despairing, strong 'gainst death itself, 
The lover springs up, pulls the savage down, 
And thinks the maiden saved; — ^in vain — more 

swarm; — 
Thrust through the hack, he falls ; she is home ofif ; — 
He hears her scream — then dies. Bid me he hlind 
Ere see such sight. 

ABADDONA. 

Thou seest but war and glory. 
See now their further fruit. 

NAHMAH. 

The city bums. 
And screams from every side now pierce the ear : 
How can I live, thus seeing, hearing all ? 

ABADDONA. 

The drear confusion makes it bearable ; 
For vastness dulls the sense, and sympathy 
Sinks into wide vague horror. Now the sun, 

X 
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(For, mid these agonies, the night hath passed), 
In red veil hiding from the mustering clouds 
These smoky ruins send, slow labours up. 
Yet makes all manifest. What see*st thou now ? 

NAHMAH. 

The town a smoking cinder; nothing more: 
Consuming fire conceals worse outrage there. 
Yet all the fields are strewn with corpses too ! 
That door, at which the mother with her babes 
Waited to bless the father's glad return, 
Is heaped with father, mother, babes, all corpses. 
The bower which saw the maiden timid plight 
Her troth to bolder love, now sees hate's grin 
By death for ever fix*d ! What fiend here makes 
A Hell in Paradise ? 

ABADDONA. 

Behold him there. 

KAHMAH. 

Is that the monster murderer? How his form 
Towers up in strength and grace I Can gentle beauty 
Cling round such fierce and desolating power ? 
He turns — Oh horror, it is not — 

ABADDONA. 

'Tis Nimrod ! 
Who by his heart's wild energy is led 
To what thou see'st. — He loves thee still, with love 
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Such as the engine of this awful wrong 

Which sears thine eyes can give: — 'tis but mere 

impulse, 
Capricious as 'tis base; passion not love, 
Soon sated seeking change: even now — look 

there I — 
That maiden, 'tis the girl at night-fall seen 
Breathing her first of love; her lover slain, 
She is the conqueror's prize. At first he pities, 
For Nahmah's memory still lives with him ; 
But soon, imperious passion growing on 
The present beauty, memory weaker fails. 
His gloating eye upon his victim dwells : 
He tarns to take her hand. The girl now smiles, 
Holds out to him, the murderer of her all. 
Her willing hand. He takes it — 

NAHMAH. 

Her willing hand 
She gives — he takes — 

ABADDONA. 

Nahmah, behold the maiden ! 

NAHMAH. 

She gives her hand, then smiles again — she falls; 
Her left hand at her breast, — blood gushes out. 
While, as she falls, her pale blue fingers pointing 
To the dear grove where her pure vows were paid. 
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A conquering joj with death*s pale ensigns blends 
Upon her cheek, to prove love satisfied. 
And cruelty o'ermatched. Such love Pve seen ; 
Must such be mine, oh Nimrod ? — How ! all gone ! 
From what fierce miserable dream have I 
Awoke to sickly life ? 

ABADDONA. 

Still would'st thou doubt? 
Shall we again light hover o*er the scene, 
Yet flinging upward to the peaceful sky 
Its scowl of rage and shame ? And wouldst thou too, 
Standing beside thy Nimrod, by the coi\pse. 
Yet quivering, of that girl, take his red hand 
Still dripping with her blood? Then come with me. 

NAHMAH. 

Stranger, thou'rt more than man. Thine art or 

power. 
Surpassing all my dreams, has ta'en me through 
Scenes of delight, and then of misery 
Worse than the pang that forces the wild scream 
When pain and death seize one afraid to die. 
I've seen him, yet I live ; with all disclosed. 
Seen him in whom my love, hope, duty, joy. 
All centred, made their home, — now find their 

grave. 
Say, Stranger, canst thou find me too a grave. 
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Where memory may not come ? I heed not pain ; 
rU lie in pain unmoaning ; if remembrance 
Bear me not back to agony. Thou canst : 
Oh give me to forget ! . 

ABADDONA. 

Tve given thee pain 
To wean thee from the source of lasting pain. 
Thou see*st I am not of man's sons, but one 
Of mightier race, who stooping from the sky. 
Our own immortal heritage, have come 
To find, it may be, one selected best, 
And teach thee paths to happiness, denied 
To the dull herd around thee. Thou shalt know 
How the fine energy of thought on thought 
Recasts, renews the being— the gross will 
Restraining, — the pure will sustaining — till 
The well poised mind, o'er passion striding, gains 
The consciousness of worth that is self-earned; 
A good beyond all gaudy gifts from heaven. 
Such would I have given Nimrod. Start not, maiden ; 
Thou knowest what he is now : — by demon urged. 
He weakly yields to passion's vulgar sway. 
The Lord of Men is his own slave, of thee 
And me alike unworthy. — Come with me, 
Here on this wide surveying mount we'll dwell. 
And each new day thy growing mind 111 store 
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With all that knowledge gives to raise thought up, 
Till it may challenge even high heaven to find 
A gift it makes not for itself. Here we 
Our happy lives will find calm gliding on. 

NAHMAH. 

And death end all ? 

Enter Satan. 

SATAN. 

Does death end all ? say, Sage ! 

NAHMAH. 

Who comes ? Thou art the wicked one, who lured 
My Nimrod to his ruin. 

SATAN. 

His greatness, girl. 
He now is Emperor, hath million slaves. 
And sends for thee, to set thee on his throne. 
Mayhap this self-denying sage hath come, 
His ready envoy ; sages oft are sent 
By power as envoys, and as often power 
Must mourn the sage's blunders. 

ABADDONA. 

Sneerer, she yields — 
Is mine. 

SATAN. 

Soh I maiden, hast thou cast thy lot 
For ever with this meditative sage ? 
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Who teaches to scorn all that mortals prize, 
And prize alone the pride that scorns them all. 
A pleasing pride, yet not the only pleasure ; 
Add to it then the good the world affords, 
The gorgeous stores successful daring gains 
From fools despoiled or duped. These thou mayest 

have. 
With these, o'er these, thy swelling pride may soar ; 
Without these, thy enjoyment halting starves, 
While thou hast nought beyond. Here live, enjoy ; 
For this thou'rt here. Thy Nimrod well hath chosen, 
For he has all, and keenly he enjoys. 
Death lingers not, then wisely crowd thou in 
The span yet left the excess of utmost joy. 
Quick to thy Nimrod I Thou his empress art. 

NAHMAH. 

Oh why didst go, my Nimrod ? why am I 
Vexed by thought following thought, each one a pain, 
Till the next sadly cures by greater pain ? 
These dread and foreign beings, who are they ? 
And what am I ? Poor nook of little land. 
Which two fierce chiefs would fighting rend ere yield ! 
One tells me that my Nimrod's hands are stained 
With fiendlike outrage ; that his heart is changed, 
Or worse ; that he would drag me up to look 
With him on prostrate misery ; that I 
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Hereafter mast a barren life creep through. 

Looking on all with selfish unconcern ; 

To gain at best proud discontent that laughs 

At the great Being, who, permitting woe, 

Yet gives the sympathy, that haply may 

In its rich fruits, be counterpoise for woe, 

^lien compensation's all-sufficing stores 

Are given with lavish hand, from arsenals 

Which heaven as yet keeps locked. — The other 

being. 
In direr mockery, bids me deck myself 
With hideous produce of these very woes — 
Trample on conscience, and with daring hand 
(Call it not Nimrod's) clutch at sin's vile fruit, 
And reckless eat it — ^madly eating on 
Till death — Tell me dread strangers, what is death? 

ABADDONA. 

A sleep at least, and, if there be hereafter, 
The proud enduring consciousness of being 
\V ill find its heaven, or scorn the heaven it loses. 

SATAN. 

A sleep at best, or, if there be hereafter, 
Let Tuemory have its all of joyous hours 
To make endurance easy ; take thy fill. 

NAHMAH. 

Suohj then, your all I Death ends my being here, 
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Yet long duration stretches wide beyond. 

I may be nothing then ; thought, form, dissolved, 

Resolved in new creations, may keep up 

The endless circle, changing still from growth 

To ripeness and decay, then growth again. 

^0 may, so must this poor frail form wherein 

My thought, myself am lodged. A lock cut off 

From my still growing hair blends with the earth. 

And may serve other forms unfelt : why not 

The rest ? Can thought be thus dissolved — ^resolved ? 

Can what is self ia fragments go to be 

The parts of other selves, not me or mine ? 

Such thought would thought renounce* But can 

I lose. 
If not to others yielded, what is self, 
When even the atoms of my frame may shift 
But must endure ? Is death but sleep ? Is mind, 
The lord of matter, an inferior thing. 
Denied the meanest atom's common right. 
Continuous duration? Are there laws 
To link Being to its Lord? If such there be ; 
The first, the final law bids thought endure : — 
I must for ever be, but how or where 
Shuddering I own I know not when not here. 
But know my being cannot die, or his 
Whose mighty energies far more than mine 

Y 
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Proclaimed his soul, my Nimrod. — For him, then. 

And for myself is long hereafter stored. 

The thought) and will that governs thoi^ht, must 

Uve 
With conscience then ne'er sleeping, freed from all 
Which here can lull or drown her awful voice 
TelUng that there is something in each thought 
That adds its portion to the evil weight 
We must for ever bear — ^the heaped up sin 
That memory binds upon our consciousness 
Now veiled, then naked in the eye of Truth, 
When time and shade are past. ' Then how endure 
The awful exile through the gloomy waste, 
The dreary Everlasting coupling us 
To ever gnawing conscience, without hope ? 
Fixed in eternity, yet all unfit 
To bear eternity ? Oh crushing woe I 

ABADDONA. 

Bear all of life or death with calm disdain. 
Finding in pride thy solace. 

SATAN. 

Laugh at both. 
Thou mayest or thou mayest not exist hereafter. 
Thou canst find pleasure in this present life ; 
While, if hereafter be in store for men. 
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Despair, for on the thing man is, half heast 

Half god ill-joined, no power can e*er bestow 

Unbroken conscious bliss. Here hast thou none. 

Man, for this life designed, finds life a fret 

Of discontent or dull satiety. 

Then where could man's all ill-assorted being 

Find peace unwearied in eternity ? 

Death, sleep, or else continued woful life 

Is man's sole future. Seize then present joys. 

NAHMAH. 

Why miJ^e me think, when thought can give but this ? 
For man a little life of trouble here. 
Brightened by dream of coming joy, that comes not ; 
For the small gain eludes the soaring hope. 
Unrecognised if reached ; while, worse than all. 
An ever present stem unfitness whispers 
That even this dream of joy must terminate 
In vacancy eternal, or in woe ; 
That, here intruders, summoned to remove 
From home not ours, each look of love we cast 
On the bright flowers of earth but serves to ^x 
The sad remembrance of their beauty, when 
We leave and wander — whither all unknown. 
All dark, all dreary, and perchance all pain !— 

Oh Thou who mad'st us, lent'st us such a world, 
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Gav'st powers with innate yearnings after btiss! 
What did our fathers, or what have we done, 
To make us aliens, who would subjects be. 
And would our thoughts, our wills, all unreserved, 
Confiding yield to thee? Thou hearest not. 
An awful darkness broods above me now. 
The frowning mirror of my conscious guilt ; 
I dare not look beyond it, dare not ask 
My Maker even to hear ; yet art Thou not. 
Thou Power Almighty, source of Justice stem, 
Parent of mightier Love ? Canst thou not give 
From thee, or of thee, something that may come 
Filling the fearful chasm that widening yawns 
'Twixt me and what I need, my Maker's smile? 
Is there not some one who can interpose, — 
Oh, is there* not a Saviour ? 

How — both gone ? 
That sneering visage, all its sneering fled, 
Or frozen rigid into cold despair, 
Methought like lightning he to earth had fallen, 
Now lost in yawning cave. The sage still lingers, 
Though scathed as if by fire, and shorn of pride ; 
Yet softly fades away. Am I beyond 
This rolling world again ? It rolls — on — on — 
And round and round the dizzy sun it speeds 
Bearing vast ages on its whirling course 
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In cloudy dimness, here and there a streak 

Of heaven's own light, and then all dark again. — 

Light now bursts forth ; the world seems calm and 

still; 
For I can see blest beings in mid air 
Who sing of glory manifest in peace; 
While a bright star mild beaming far through space 
Reflects still better light rich streaming up 
From a poor spot of earth, where a young mother 
Holds her first babe with awful thrilling joy 
Mid kneeling, awe-struck rustics. Who may he be. 
This wondrous babe thus heralded ? — Once more 
The earth whirls into dimness. Yet around, 
From every place within creation wide 
Where light makes known its Maker, hither come 
Myriads of beings, sad in anxious doubt, 
As if some conflict were at hand on which 
Their all depends. — ^What is't all gaze upon 
With earnest awe ? 

'Tis on a garden, where. 
The hum of neighbouring city faintly heard. 
Its wanderers sink in slumber, all save One, 
And He in agony is still awake. 
And prays and bends as if creation's weight, 
Eternity's and retribution's, all 
Were laid on that meek form. Ah, now my woe 
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Upon the bat-like wings of dark despair 

Comes to mj shrinking souL That Being's prayer 

Is mine, is all mankind's. Who may He be? 

It is the face which yon young mother saw 

In light of heaven's own love, still heavenly sweet 

Though with all pain contending. Does He quail 

In agony's excess and dreadful doubt? 

That anguished cry — the countless beings round 

Shivering with fear, save One who shuddering hopes 

That sin may overmatch Creation's Lord 

And Hell be all pervading ; this his hope, 

The awful hope that hopes despair. — ^'Tis past: — 

That Being — 'tis a man — now rises meek, 

In triumph meek, the Almighty sufferer still. 

Who bore the wrath of God on Him full poiu^d.— 

Again all dim. — Vision, blest vision, stay ; 
Let me for ever gaze upon that face, 
Where Love to all assures that all may ask, 
And, asking, have. Why darkness still on earth? 
Is more required? Can horror come a^iin? 
Ha I On yon hill, bleak as the thickening cloud 
Which, sweeping gloomy round, shuts out the sun, 
That Being hangs, on torturing engine stretched 
By fellow men — He who for all endures I 
Why is a smile on each Angelic face, 
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The smile of joy now fixed eternally? 

And why must I too smile, thus seeing pain ? 

'Tis that for me He wjjlingly endures. 

The mighty guerdon of Creation saved 

Is His — Is His, — the matchless blessing mine; — 

And gratitude, the bliss that he now gives. 

Will make Eternity no crushing thought 

To me a human being. Hark I the crowd 

Yelling in scorn, bids him, the Man of Power, 

Come from the tree. What were we, did he come ? 

He faintly speaks — he prays — ^his dying eye, — 

(Be mine the Heaven to gaze upon that eye. 

Dawn of new blest Eternity) — raised up 

To the Almighty Being kindred, self — 

I know not — but the answer instant comes 

To his last suit, his prayer, that his full grace 

Be given his murderers too. And so he dies ! 

Now, Death, I know and I can welcome thee. 

For I have seen his death. — I see no more. 

The exhausted world loosed from Hell*s deadly gripe, 

Yet all unconscious of the peril past. 

Rolls slowly round ; the joyous coming Sun 

Beams on a cavemed grave which heaves and rends — 

Death's last despairing strife. The Dead comes 

forth : — 
The mighty toil is o'er ; the rest is now ; 
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The Sabbath of the new creation made, 

To which all seasons must converging turn, 

Till all become His Sabbath, who has bought 

Our peace by woes we should have endless shared . — 

Once more 'mong followers now adoring rounds 

This Being, Man, God, Brother, Father — All 

Which gives assurance that Almighty Love 

Will bless Eternity for Us as His 

Created, Lost, Redeemed, — now leaves His eartli 

Slow vanishing. I see no more. Am I 

Again beside our cottage, where I met 

These fiends ? Was*t but a vision ? No, I'm free ! 

I now can pray, look up ; Pve seen my Saviour ! 

I care not for his name. He is my God, 

My sole, my All, my Everlasting Joy I 

Nor mine alone, but all who choose may share. 

And Nimrod too shall share. For him I've hope. 

For him 111 pray, to him FU instant go. 

And ere I die — 

Enter CusH and Admah. 

My father, mother, hope ! 
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ACT V. 

Scene I. 

Platform in front of the Tower ofBahel^ which 
builders are fast repairing. 

LuDiM and Shaul. 

LUDIM. 

NOW all is bustle, sweat, and toil again. 
The serfs gleaned from the slaughter of their 
race — 
(Nimrod finds prisoners useful now as slaves, 
And owns the large humanity of gain) — 
As zealously put forth their unpaid strength. 
As if their will and not the lash did urge. 
To me, 'tis pleasant sight to see men toil 
And pant, enduring pain from fear of pain. 

SHAUL. 

Why is it pleasant to thee, sneering thing? 
Art thou akin to him who brought us here, 
And who they say set Nimrod on the back 
Of that terrific beast, whose whirling speed 
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Hath swept away, like clouds, all kindly thoughts 
That once were Nimrod's ? 

LUDIM. 

Ay, I've heard of him 
Who brought our master first to BabeVs Tower. 
He comes and goes ; one moment here is seen, 
Then heard of somewhere else. None meet his gaze 
Who smile again. His glance fell on a maid; 
She shuddering saw her lover droop and fall. 
In mortal throes, from off his reeling horse. 
An old man thoughtless peered into his eyes; 
They looked beyond him — ^the old man turned round 
Too late to catch the dying words that came 
From his plague-stricken child. 

SHAUL. 

Is he thy kinsman ? 
Both laugh at pain. 

LUDIM. 

I scorn him and his slave, 
Whom smiling I obey. I've looked at life. 
And seen how suffering is the lot of man; 
Yet when that suffering by ourselves is caused 
How much more grievous 'tis. It cannot be 
That we are sent here all without our wills 
To groan and die ; but if we will the deed 
That brings us suffering, all is satisfied ; 
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We must UDgrudging die; while if the pain 
Be forced upon us, then we patient live, 
And die full claimants for some recompense 
Which, if it come, might make us court the lash ; 
If not, at least the expectation is 
Worth all thy master and our tyrant has 
To glut him into hardness. Hence a slave. 
Of choice a slave, I serve and smile to see 
How beating makes brave workmen. — But what 
means 

Enter Craphtoral, Archpriest of Baal, and 
First and Second Priests in attendance in 
the distance. 

This solemn conclave of long bearded men 
Whose soft white hands, with long trim pointed nails, 
Shew they have scaped the common lot of toil ? 
These fellows make the dull herd work for them, 
By telling what themselves can't understand 
To those who comprehend not. Mystery, 
Thou refuge dear of weakness I Must there be 
For ever drones in every human hive, 
Without the pleasant month when drones are killed ? 
[^Priests come up. Ludim and Shaul retire 
to the hack, 

FIRST PRIEST, 

Baal hath declared — 
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SECOND PRIEST. 

I saw his beams blaze forth, 
Whilst thou within the secret chamber wert 
Screened from the hostile darts, 

FIRST PRIEST. 

I saw thee turn, 
Prepared for instant flight, had foemen come. 

SECOND PRIEST. 

» 

Tis false as thou art fake. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Peace, brothers, peace ; — 
Are we not priests, the banded priests of Baal, 
Whom we create ? Let priests who find a god 
Wrangle as they believe ; we sceptics, free 
In our made mystery, should each other trust. 
And so lead men to Baal. 

SECOND PRIEST. 

But Baal is deaf; 
He answers not, he rises *gainst our prayers, 
IVor will delay his setting, though we shout 
Axid cut ourselves with knives. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Baal must be God; — 
The dupes we live by deem him brightest, best, 
And would adore him even in our despite, 
Making him priestless God. Yet he transcends 
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Our art, their sympathy : he changes not 

Let men work weal or woe. Thence should he have, 

This god we give them, something that may mix 

A human interest with the abstract awe 

Of half-scared worshipper : then both are ours ;— 

Baal, for we make him, and his worshipper, 

For we make all substantial to his thought 

The shadow he adores. But how to lend 

To distant Baal this interest? Why not say 

Baal is a creature, whence may emanate 

A creature like himself, and yet like us ? 

FIRST PRIEST. 

Nimrod! 

SECOND PRIEST. 

If Nimrod learn he is Baal's son. 
He'll be both priest and king. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Were he in truth 
Baal's son, he might I We knowing he is not, 
Yet call him son of Baal, and we will give 
Such air of reverend truth unto the lie. 
That vanity to pleased half-credence yields. 
Even while the truth remains a gag to him, 
To us a power assured. 

FIRST PRIEST. 

We see it all : — 
Nimrod is our election — son of Baal. 
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ARCHPRIEST. 

Ajy but his spirit still too open, true, 
Though wild ambition reels through all his thoughts, 
Might spurn at this most impudent of Ues. 
We must do something that puts awe on him 
And on the world beside ; awe mixed with horror 
Shall make the lie in fearful pomp approach 
To scare truth from denial. Sacrifice 
Of what is dearest to this Nimrod's heart 
Must prelude his enshrining. — I shall tell him 
(The tale attesting by some sleights of art,) 
That 'tis reveal'd to me, he is BaaVs son; 
But that his Father-God demands from him 
His best and dearest, as the mighty pledge 
Of kindred that exalts him to the sky, 
And weans him from the meaner ties of earth. 

SECOND PRIEST. 

'Tis thee we should enshrine, why must we share 
With this rude soldier ? 

ARCHPRIEST. 

For mere naked craft 
Rules not mankind, and ours is craft alone. 
The men we keep as babes must have their toys, 
And know their master has a rod, and strength 
To wield it all unsparing. Did we reign 
Alone, we needs must fight, and with that folly 
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(Though many of our tribe will clutch the sword 
And find the weapon wound them as they wield,) 
Pll not buy greatness while 'tis mine to share 
Safely by ruling o*er a priest-led king. — 
Nimrod, the king, is now our son of Baal. 

FIRST PRIEST. 

Hold, father, hold ; — clouds surge about the sun ! 

SECOND PRIEST. 

Baal speaks in that supprest, yet savage growl 
Of thunder, warning us from sacrilege. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Are ye too worshippers ? I deem'd you priests. 
It thunders, and Baal frowns ; the clouds fly off, 
Then Baal will smile. Meanwhile our purpose 

halts. 
Are ye such fools as deem the fiery mass, 
That cannot move an inch from out its course 
Unless the season suit, that cannot stop 
And dare not e'en forbid the passing cloud 
From blurring its effulgence, is a being 
Who can in human objects interfere. 
Or be but what he is, the God who suits 
For us to give the dreamer ? Men, be priests. 

FIRST PRIEST. 

We would be — are. Faith suits alone the mass 
Who follow ; suits not us who lead. 
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LuDiM and Shaul come forward — Priests retire, 

LUDIM. 

Did'st hear ? 

SHAUL. 

I heard but « Nimrod I" « Baal I"— Baal is the God 

The people here adore, as I adored 

The beast he slew. Must Nimrod kill this Baal? 

LUDIM. 

Hush I Baal is the all-blessing Sun ! The flowers 
At dawn turn towards him worshipping, and we 
Must worship too, till we his master find, 
If master Baal can have. 

SHAUL. 

The priests come back, 
And Nimrod comes. 

LUDIM. 

Our ruler and their slave ! 
Re-enter Priests toith Nimrod as King, attended. 

MIMROD. 

'Twas but to keep my masterdom assured 

I fired that city, butchered all within. 

And now I am — How now, ye talking priests, 

You bade me go — ^blood plashed about our feet— 
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A girl died too — ^a reckless wilful girl ; — 
No matter, all are dead, and you must own 
The murders : — ^no — ^the rival city crushed 
Leaves ours unrivalled — seat of empire sole — 
No throne imperial now on earth but BabeVs ; 
No king on earth but Nimrod. Tell me then 
If Baal approves. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Oh Baal, hear and declare ! 

LCJDIM £aside2' 
What god e'er silent was, who spoke by priest? 

NIMROD. 

You answer not. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Hist, Baal will speak. — His son — 

NIMROD. 

Fm son of Gush ; my father now is honoured 
By his son's mightier deeds. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Majestic being, 
'Twill be revealed to us whose son thou art 
List, hst, the solemn strains mount up to BaaL 

CHORUS OF PRIESTS. 

Great Lord of life and light,. 
Whose presence is our day ; 

AA 
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In thy bright car of radiance rolling free, [see: 
Who dost our seeing bless, while blessing all we 

Yet to our upward sight 

Thy fiercer scorching ray 
Turns round the darkling eye, till blinded all it be. 

We ministers of thine 

Mourn that we cannot look 
On thine effulgence, but in pain must shrink 
With seared yet thirsty eyes which fain thy beam 
would drink ; 

Thy radiance too divine 

We may not, cannot brook, 
Or, blasted by the splendour, into darkness sink. 

Then give, oh give us here 
A something from thee sent, 
A something that on earth thyself may seem, 
A milder glory veiled, yet from thy parent beam. 
Our ardent gaze to cheer ; 
Thyself with him full blent 
Hast thou not here a son, whom we thyself may 
deem? 

[Priests retire. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Baal is adjured ; anon he'll answer make. 
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NIBIROD. 

Will the sun speak with words ? What ear might 

bear 
Their splitting thunders, when the very eyes 
Of practised votaries own they darkling shrink 
From his direct effulgence. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Would'st thou hear, 
Or darest thou ? 

MIMROD. 

How, priest, to me — I dare ? 
Bid him with all his bellowing thunders roar, 
Wrenching the shivering hills from sockets fix'd 
Deep in the cavemed earth ; he frights not me ! 
Know, he may rend this form with shattering peal, 
And strew the dry sand with my quivering limbs, 
But here I stand unbending, till the ruin 
Crush me, not daunt ; for there is in me that 
Which, owning greater power, owns not the power 
That can my spirit awe. I'm Nimrod, king. 
So bid him speak; 111 hear, as now I look 
Calm on his naked splendour. Eagles gaze 
Unwinking on the sun they near, as I 
With equal eye unaltered. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Sign t 'tis sign I 
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Let millions echo it, that Nimrod looks 
UDflinching on the sun. — What seest thou there ? 

NIMROD. 

I see hut hrightness dazzling till mine eyes 
Claim kindred hrightness ; — sun to sun they seem, 
Exchanging winged messengers of light, 
Till each in each seems hlended. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Then hell speak 
But not in thunder. No, to Nimrod he 
Speaks with the soft tones of a father's voice 
Blessing his favourite child. 

NIMROD. 

I care not : priest, 
I would now hear him, and I shall. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Thou shalt 
The sun, thou seest, pervades all things on earth. 
And e'en heneath the earth his power is felt. 
Or how would roots expand ? When he would speak 
In perilous threatnings, from his living wheels 
He launches the quick thunder hlazing forth 
With instant death and scathing desolation ; — 
But when in mildness he would own a son. 
He from the ground where lives his procreant 
power 
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Gives his benign accord. — Now list, and speak not. 
like notes from distant armies marching on 
Joyous to assured triumph, swelling comes 
The glorious answer from our gracious Baal. 
iChorus of Priests underground at a distance. 

CHORUS. 

The dawn I send, 

Night's sway to end, 
Who'melts away with all her dreams deceiving 
Shedding collars which, with my rays fast weaving, 

As I ascend. 

Sparkle and blend 
To myriad earthly stars that on my path attend. 

All would I raise. 

Who give me praise. 
Till bathing in my light's full gushing stream, 
Their happy eyes should bless the kindred beam; 

But from my blaze. 

Pained as they gaze. 
They blighted shrink and turn in weakness and 
amaze. 

Chorus of Priests nearer. 
In vain each aim ; 
Too keen my flame 
From weaker mortals must be shrouded dim ; 
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My full effulgence given alone to him, 

Who from me came, 

To share my name, 
Whom, sent on earth by me, I now my son proclaim. 

To Nimrod, and nearer stilL 

But who is he ? 

Men, trust and see I 
The man who stoutly dared my thunders roaring, 
Whose eye braved mine like eye of eagle soaring, 

Dared victim be. 

Serene, proud, free. 
That godlike man adore ; for Baal's great Son is He. 

One pledge alone 

I ask my Son : — 
Thou child of light too long obscure remaining, 
With some earth's shadow hast thy soul been staining; 

That stain disown. 

Or to my throne 
Swear now to offer it I — I swear thee Son to own ! 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Hear I 'tis the voice of BaaL 

NIMROD. 

Is this Baal's voice ? 
Methought it came from hollow caves of earth. 
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ARCBPRIEST. 

{t came from where the all teeming earth replies 
For Him who fathers all her fruitfuhiess, 
In tones all douht destroying, hailing thee 
The Son of Baal, the Sovereign of the World ! 

MIMROD. 

BaaFs Son I What then is Cush? 

ARCBPRIEST. 

Thy foster parent, 
By Baal appointed, till the son's great deeds 
Attest his heavenly hirth. 

NIMROD. 

How oft have I 
Foand kindred strange and joy in his fierce heam, 
Which pained all other eyes I — I am Baal's Son. 
Great Father, hear. This world IVe made mine own 
I give thee with myself. 

[ Chorus of Priests underground. 

CHORUS. 

Tm Baal alone 
Beside me none : 
Each star is devoured as it nears my throne. 

Baal's Son roust he 
From earth's ties free. 
While all shall look to him, as he to me. 
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NIMROD. 

And, if his Son, 
I shrink not, as I shrunk not from his beams, 
Unknowing them paternal. — Now, thou Sun, 
I consecrate my greatness unto thee, 
And will be greater to enhance the gift. 
If more thou*dst have, ask, take ; for here I swear 
To yield all to my Sire. 

[_Full Chorus of Priests underground near. 

CHORUS. 

Kneeling before. 
Let all adore 
This God my Son, enshrined for evermore. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Hail the God Nimrod! 
Hear me his Priest. Come crowding, kneeling 

round. 
Slaves, subjects once, now worshippers. 

[All kneel. 

CROWD. 

Hail, God I 
Own, rule, dispose ; we honour, love, adore. 

NIMROD. 

Why on this top of greatness, owned by Baal, 
Feeling that Baal is honoured by the act 
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Which hrings us near — my greatness up to His 
Soaring in kindred splendour, His coming down 
Gladly to share with me,— does inward voice 
Whisper of coming woe ? To me who tread 
On fortune as my thrall, on earth a god, 
As Baal in heaven is god, woe dare not come. 
And memory and care must now alike 
Be silent slaves ; for what I will, must he. 
And must he right, for I, the god, so will. 
Come, priest, and tell me of my Father God. 
Rise all ; you've worshipped ; now ohey, and toil. 
[^JSjteunt Nimrod, Priests, and Crowd. 

LUDIM. 

Nimrod hut half beheves ; he thinks they're knaves, 
Yet knows his greatness, feels the God within. 
And self-delusion aids their shallow tricks. 

SHAUL. 

Baal owns him Son. Didst hear the awful voice ? 

LCJDIM. 

I did, and the more awful answer made. 

SHAUL. 

Cush, Admah, mourn ; Nimrod is Son of Baal. 

LUDIM. 

True, he is priest-begotten Son of Baal. 
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Scene IL 

Before the Cottage of Cush. 
CusH and Admah. 

A DM AH. 

My husband, 'tis more woe to look on thee! 
When Nimrod was a little joyous child. 
Screaming with infant glee upon my arm, 
IVe wistfully gazed on him, painting then 
His early death, and sadly taxed myself 
To bear the keen bereavement, till I thought 
I could with patient suffering lay him down 
Beneath the turf whereon the moonbeams rest, 
And find strange pleasure in the thought that I 
Would wearied sleep beside him, waiting thee 
And Nahmah ; till together blent, our dust 
Might rest for ever, or together rise. 
In life or death united. Now he is gone 
I know not where ; — in life or death, we seem 
To be all separate.^Our Nahmah too— 

GUSH. 

Nahmah is happy. 
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ADMAH. 

"Us Strange happiness, 
And awfiil too ; Nahmah nor weeps nor smiles, 
As she was wont; her tears seem tribute paid 
For ease that lives on recollected pain ; 
Her smile the seal of some high solemn joy 
That springs from woe, and grows on grief's remem- 
brance. 
Nahmah is dead methinks, and some bright being 
Inhabits now her gentle form, to shew 
The heaven with earth still kindred. 

CU8H. 

Nahmah comes ; 
The hot air freshens as her notes peal up, 
Soft echoing 'mong the clouds. 

ADMAH. 

They sweep along 
Like wings of £den*s birds o'er virgins' dreams, 
Making rest ecstasy. 

Nahmah heard singing. 

I said the world was fair, 
I deemed good every where ; 
When demons flitted by and told, ^tis all delusion's 
glare! 
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That life is but a scene 
For passions' combat keen, 
Which goad alternate on to crime, until death in- 
tervene ; 

That death in slumber deep 
Would soul and body keep ; — 
They did not say if memory's dream could torture 
through that sleep; 

If aught beyond the tomb 
Might dawn amid death's gloom ; 
If life could give the mourner hope the future to 
illume. 

The demons silent were; 
Must I their doubts then share? 
To whom joy is but a vanished dream and waking 
truth despair. 

Enter Nahmah. 

NAHMAH sings. 

Must we for ever stray, 
Hopeless to find the way 
Where meekness moves from doubt to peace? Turn, 
see where sinners pray ! 
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The earnest gaze on high. 
The conscious downcast eye. 
Draw willing cords from mercy's throne, that hring 
the heavens more nigh. 

Heaven's love these prayers shall find. 
Nor justice need he hlind. 
For in a matchless deed at length hoth ever are 
entwined. 

Then let all douhting cease; 
With faith let love increase, 
Till both on hope's wings waft thy soul through 
death to endless peace. 

ADMAH. 

Nahmah, thy song brings soothing. — Now 'tis done, 
Memory comes back with woe. 

NAHMAH. 

Thou'rt mother, weep — 
Thou rt woman, smile. 

ADMAH. 

The mother fain would weep ; 
How can the woman smile? 

NAHMAH [after apattse]. 

Smile — smile — weep not : — 
Thou'st borne a son ; but he inherits too 
The promise given to all. 
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ADMAH. 

What promise, maiden ? 

NAHMAH. 

The promise that, as all began by love, 

Through love shall all be blest. 'Twill be revealed; 

Meanwhile trust as I trust. 

ADMAH. 

I too would trust : 
Be thine assurance mine. But Nimrod, where — 
My son, my own, my only, and my all ? 
Do fiends alone wait on thee, that thy dog 
Was foully beaten from thee ? He comes — he is 

there : — 
Ha I that fell ruthless scowl I is Nimrod dead, 
And that the fiend who took him, sneering there ? 

NAHMAH. 

Where, dearest mother ? We alone are here. 

ADMAH. 

Alone — alone — all gone ! Oh give me tears: — 
All dry and parched within, the hot pressed air 
Clings choking to my throat. Red fever, come 
And boil my blood to bursting in my veins. 
That rending they may let my spirit go. 
Now prisoned, forced to see all calm, all peace. 
While desolation's hissing whisper asks, 
" Where, mother, is thy child ?** 
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Enter Priest of Baal with Retinuey and Shaul. 

SHAUL. 

'Tis our own Nahmah. 

PRIEST. 

Where is your Nahmah ? 

SHAUL. 

See*st thou not her who bears 
Her robe of skins about her graceful form. 
As if each motion more adornment gave 
To these poor garments. Where in all thy town, 
With silks and furs and rich brocaded robes 
Well jewelled, garnished, could'st thou find a form 
Which gave such constant beauty to its dress, 
As Nahmah gives to hers ? 

NAHMAH. 

How, strangers here ! 

They come with faithful Shaul. — Down, dog — growl 
not; — 

He brings thy master's will. — Say then your pur- 
pose. 

PRIEST. 

Maiden, our purpose is to take thee hence 
Where Nimrod, conqueror of all the world. 
Owned as the son of Baal, owns thee his queen. 
His message this — " Tell Nahmah I have sworn. 
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** Proof that the power I've gained doth change me 

not, 
" To grant her wish howe'er that wish may stretch ; 
" Whate'er it he, 'tis granted — as I'm Nimrod, 
" And as the world is mine." — ^Now, maiden, come, 
Empress of earth, for thou its master canst 
Enforce to do thy bidding. 

NAHMAH. 

Said he so ? 

PRIEST. 

And with new oaths declared, what first thou askest 
He grants to thee ; wer't death to him or thee. 

NAHMAH. 

He'll grant my wish, my Nimrod — ^pardon me,— 
I mean the mighty chief who sent thee here? 

PRIEST. 

His lofty voice proclaiming it found echo 
In myriad shouts attesting. As the son 
Of Baal, he can no more retract, than could 
BaaVs radiant beams with blackness flood the earth, 
Giving the moon his sway. 

NAHMAH. 

And Cush and Admah, 
His father — ^mother ? 

PRIEST. 

Of such he did not speak; 
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Such names were not within the King's command ; — 
Who knows no sire save Baal. 

[Emt Admah, 

NAHMAH. 

Is there a tear. 
One lingering drop of that all-heavenly rain, 
To smooth the ragged edge of dry despair 
Within my eyelids ? Yes, I've home the thought 
That Pm deserted — yet, oh can it he ? 
His mother I She whose separate heing ceased 
On seeing him, who lived hut in her son, — 
Are all the ties to guileless childhood linking, 
And linking thence to heaven, forgotten — scorned ? 
Ill not go with you ; hotter far die here 
Than see him thus divorced from all he was, 

And grown a . I go not to your Nimrod. 

[Exit Shaul after Admah, 

PRIEST. 

We must enforce thy going. 

CUSH. 

Sirrah, dar'st thou ? 
If honest wrath extort from choking grief — 
(His mother wept nor spoke, but veiled her fkce 
And steady moved away)— *the words that tell 
A father is disowned; know we have power: — 
That angry hound shall tear thee limb from limb; 
cc 
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Already he like tiger crouches down 

For spring when Nahmah bids. — Ho I Sbaul stand 

forth— 
But where is Shaul ? For rescue, Nimrod, come — 
My son, my Nimrod — thought is dizzy here — 
Is Nimrod not our son ? Oh Nahmah, speak ! 

NAHMAH. 

I ne'er again shall see her by the light 
The sun affords ; — in that drear smile was death : 
Of all else reft, the mother welcomes death 
With smile as for a friend. Oh I in that gaze 
Which seemed to bid to me a long good night, 
Was there faint dawning of a coming morn, 
Where night is dead, and woe exiled for ever? 
Then — ^then it were good night. There was — there 

was; — 
The hope, the promise to me undeserving 
Her better claims assure. Why bid her linger ? — 
Mother, thy heaven is gained— for ever thine. 

He-enter Shaul hurriedly, 

SHAUL. 

Oh ! sight to make the sickening sun go back. 
Hating the ground accursed by his light 
That makes the mischief seen ! Admah is 
dead. 
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GUSH. 

Dead ! Sleeps the lightning in its drowsy cloudy 
That here might strike with mercy. — Where, oh 
where ? — 

[ Cush rushes out, 

NAHMAH [To ShauT]. 
Now tell— 

SHAUL. 

As Admah heard these bitter words, 
She veiled with shivering hands her burning eyes ; 
Then fell the helpless hands back to her side, 
One look intense at thee — but none at him : — 
The father outraged by unnatural son 
The mother feared to gaze on ;-— then erect, 
Unbending, with a queenly step, as if 
A towering port alone could bear the weight 
Of grief, which else had crushed her to the earth, 
She passed away. I followed, yet dared not 
Approach that awful image of lone woe, 
mi at yon height from whence the torrent comes, 
Mad, eager rushing with a wild delight 
To dash and chum itself among the rocks. 
She stood — one long gaze gave the south — ^then, 

turning 
To this dear home, she shuddered, — ^raised her eyes 
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To the blue heaven, (a lark was singing there 
With joyous trill piercing the water's roar) 
And tottering fell ; — it might be chance not purpose, 
But the fierce waters with an added shout 
Closed round her shrieking not — all help was 

vain — 
And I am here, the miserable tale 
To tell ; more woe to heap on utmost woe. 

Enter a Boy* 

BOY. 

Oh help — good people, help I I saw them there. 
All in the deep black waters, and the mouth 
Of the big beast that in the waters lives. 
With its long jaws, all set with thousand teeth. 
Closed round and dragged them 'mong the thick 

dark reeds, 
Where we dare never wade. 

SHAUL. 

What beast? — Saw whom? 

BOY. 

Our Cush, whose son, the mighty Nimrod, once 
Saved me an infant from a hungry bear. 
Whom mother night and morning bids me thank 
For life, and bids me pray that he may be 
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For ever blest, as he has made us blest. 
Oh people, all good people, come and save 
Our Nimrod's father, mother, from the beast — 
Alas ! they're dead, but it may eat them too— 
Oh come, good people, help I 

NAHMAH. 

Oh, hasten all ! 

SHAUL. 

Nahmah, thou need'st not, the brave hound is gone ; 
No leopard in its wildest bounds e'er spumed 
The whirling ground behind it with more force ; 
We scarce can see him now ; 1*11 after him — 

[Shaul runs out. 

BOY. 

I too will back ; I shuddered at the beast 
And came for help, but I would rather give 
My little body for that monster's meal. 
Than aught of Nimrod's should be torn by it 

[Eant Boy. 

NAHMAH. 

Where is the gloom that can all light debar ? 
The woe that will not bear invasion by 
Some compensating joy ? That little child. 
So earnest and so bold in gratitude, 
Each mom, each even, his happy voice is heard 
In heaven for Nimrod ; Cush and Admah too. 
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What were their lives bat one long prayer for him. 
Humbly though blindly asking, hoping grace ? 
I know now whence it comes — ^yes, there is hope, — 
Not in this false and mocking world, not here. 
But in hereafter, — hope — ay even for him: — 
The rainbow arches o'er all men alike, 
But they alone who raise their swelling eyes 
Feast on its wondrous beauty: — Bow more radiant. 
That hang'st above the tempest-tossed soul, 
Announcing parting clouds of gloomy doubt, 
O may thy Lord and mine permit thee too 
To show to him thine all-sufficing grace I 
Then gladly, oh I how gladly, would I die, 
And with our Cush and Admah sleep where'er — 
In turf-built tomb, black pool, or maw of beast, 
No matter : — all with Him, who owns all things 
Is safe. — Now comes again the dog with Shaul, 
And friends with reverent, sad, and kindly port. 
Bear Cush and Admah, partners still in death, 
And in the vast hereafter parting not. 
Oh why must I now envy them at peace? 

Re-enter Shaul, J^oj/, andfollowera^ hearing the 
dead bodies of Cush and Admah. 

SHAUL. 

I reached the horrent margin of the stream 
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And foand the dog down crouched, rigid as stone, 
Scarce breathing from mad effort still supprest, 
Till the terrific reptile 'mong the reeds 
Had dragged them twain ; she in bis arms was 

locked 
As if embracing ; there the monster paused — 
(An alligator of prodigious size 
And hideous aspect of cold cruelty, 
That has but appetite :) that pause sufficed ; 
Another instant and their forms were marred ; 
But, with a roar, as if the ground were rent. 
The hound dashed at it Ne'er heard I before 
From living thing such cry ; tigers in troops. 
If they like jackals did with noise pursue. 
Could make faint echo of that mighty yell. 
The startled monster, with rude effort, turned 
Unwieldy, stumbling 'mong the yielding reeds, 
And thus one moment gave its under scales 
A mark for Nimrod's dog ; whose eager teeth 
That instant entering, closing in that part. 
All else impenetrable, kept their hold, 
The hound's fierce growling, tearing, turning hold, 
While the dull life-blood poured. In vain the sweeps 
Of the gigantic tail, which even struck down 
Some stout young cedars by the river's side ; 
In vain the half turned head with gnashing jaws ; 
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Neither could reach the victor. Soon shivering- snort 
Told life had passed ; the monster lay like trunk 
Of dead tree motionless. In safety then 
We mourning raised the bodies and came here. 
The dog, too, following us, and moaning low. 

NAHMAH. 

My Nimrod's dog has Nimrod's duty done. 
Thou hast done well ; my Shaul, thou hast done 

well. 
My father, mother, now lay side by side 
In this dear earth, where peace unbroken sleeps. 
I'm satisfied. Come nigh, bold grateful child ; 
This cottage, now my Nimrod's, I give thee. 
Nimrod, Gush, Admah, each in turn has left, 
And I, too, leave it, never to return 
In this now wearied frame ; perchance hereafter 
I, we, unbodied, things of thought, may come, 
^%bt, joyous as the sunbeams lighting on 
The infant bud awaking. Meanwhile pray 
F'or Nimrod ; ever say to heaven that he 
Was thy sole benefactor. Here, my child, 
I-ive all thy days, and bid thy children live 
Unheeding of the south. Now, fare thee well, 
^y dear, dear boy, who still of Nimrod think*st 
^nd know'st of Nimrod nought but kindness done. 

BOY, 

-^ t morn and even Fll think of thy sweet face, 
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Scene III. 

Babylon, 

Archpriest and Second Priest. 

ARCH PRIEST. 

They come not ; wherefore tarry they? If Baal, 
Now hlazing m his pride, sweeping the clouds 
Down to the round earth's misty edge, shall creep 
Disowned, unanswered, to the hlushing west, 
Our sway is gone, and Nimrod looking up 
May learn — 

SECOND PRIEST. 

Learn what ? 

ARCHPRIEST. 

I know not, care not, hut 
He'll find that we're no true interpreters 
And douht our god his father. Ha I now comes 

\_Enter Third Priest. 
Our tardy envoy. How now, Priest, thy look 
Betokens triumph mingled too with shame ; 
Thou'rt proud of what thou'st done, yet grieved 
'tis done. 

THIRD PRIEST. 

I need not speak to one who reads my thoughts. 
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ASCHPSIEST. 

Thoa need'st not. Thoa bast seen her, seen his 

parents; 
Hdings they asked €£, meuage from, their son? 
HdiDgs thon haifTst enoogh, but message none. 
So I contriyed. It wa« not fit Baal's son 
Should ere again hsA^ rommnne with the cot 
From whence, Hke meteor from a filth j marsh. 
He rose to flicker wildly till we gathered 
His wayward beams to lighten op for as 
The temple of onr power. His mother weqn ? 
The mother who bore Nimrod could not weq> ; 
If Nimrod could disown her, she most die. 
She is dead ! The Other's weaker sool mi^it bend. 
And groan, and rave? Thy look shews him too dead. 
While Nahmah, the all peerless cottage girl. 
Whose arUess dignity makes thee her slave, — 
Her slave, I see it fool, and thence thy shame ; 
Dare not to stammer forth a needless lie ; — 
She, too, woold die ; yet thoa hast brought her here. 
And she is come all harnessed in high thoughts. 
To prove her love for Nimrod, to reprove 
The Nimrod he is now, and then to die : 
Her Nimrod by our Nimrod has been slain, 
And she, his widow, seeks him in the grave. 
Our warrior king now overspreads the world ; 
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The world for peace and her hath now no place ; 
Through death al(me to peace can Nahmah scape. 
Thou see'st I read thy thoughts, Nahmah must die. 
Or Nimrod soon would spurn our Baal and us. 
Thy thoughts are now all told ? 

THIRD PRIEST. 

Ay — all but one ; 
And that, since now I know thee, her, myself. 
Is mine. 

ARCUPRiEST Zaside]. 

One thought untold, perdiance worth all I 
Cush, Admah dead ; to me a prompt suggestion, 
Whose mother — Oh, will memory ever die. 
Or thought grow faint with goading? Down ; I'm 

priest. 
What's feeling now to me ? Ha! now I see it. 
This weak mere common man, whom I deemed 

priest. 
Deems Nimrod still more weak, and keeps her back, 
Till a new gift be found. 

(Aloud) Quick counsel here 
Within my crowded brain makes clear to me, 
More clear than torture from thy writhen lips 
Would clumsily wrench out, thy poor device. 
Nimrod must give to Baal the best he sees» 
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When Baal's ten million messengers converged 
Crowd the unshadowed dial to make noon. 
If Nahmah then first meet his tortured eyes, 
Will Baal, or oath, or aught within men's thoughts 
Compel the unhridled despot to give up 
His last, best treasure — ^the sole link that binds 
The present self to virtue long since dead, 
To yield him to a life of sunless gloom, 
A barren sway of widening wretchedness? 
Yet, Nahmah craving, how dare he refuse ? 
Thou knowest that Nimrod's oath was sacrifice, 
Thqu knowest that Nahmah's object is to die. 
Thou knowest that Nimrod, in his sovereign pride, 
Promised that Nahmah's utmost wish should have 
An instant realizing. That promise thou 
Hast sworn : I see it in thy quivering lip ; 
And by thine oath, we, Nimrod, all are bound I 
Oh, blessed Baal I haste on thine upward course ; 
Thy gift approaches, as thine hour draws near; 
While thou, false priest, who hast the victim brought. 
Know me thy master still. 

[ Whupers to the other Priest^ who retires. 

THIRD PRIEST. 

Nimrod shall know 
Thy Baal demands his Nahmah, nor till sunset 
Shall Nimrod or Baal see her. 
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ARCHPRIEST. 

What ho I guards. 
[^Soldiers rush in. 

THIRD PRI£ST. 

Ohiamllost? 

ARCHPRIEST* 

Not lost, but saved : when priest 
Turns human, let him manacled await 
Till other ties bind not. Then priest again. 
Fettered in nought but duty to his class. 
We safe unlock his chains and trust him too. 
Bear him away. 

\_Soldiers hear out Third Priest. 
So far my purpose holds ; 
And yet IVe found in him IVe tutored best 
The simple virtue of a forest child 
Hath baffled all my training. Hath nature spell 
At will to reassume her mastery 
Even where we've fashioned us to spurn her laws? 
Nathless I think I*m safe to see this Nahmah, 
Who must appear, when Baal his offering asks. 
And we must find the victim. Then what haps ? 
This Nahmah's keen remonstrance soon provokes 
The tyrant to fierce answer; outraged love, 
Flying to pride, will tell him of his oath; 
Then III induce him to retire while I 
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Grant the demand idndi, vliat9oe*cr it be, 
rn shape to deadly end, for £e ^e anst. 
Oor sway wanes £dnt as Nian^od's lore letums; 
While upon Baal or £ite the blaaae maA he. 
Now comes our dope. Is XahaMh Ticdm then ? 
She is not doped; At knovs, and she aaist die. 

Emier NunoD. 

KimoD. 
Father, how seem die portents ? I hare dreamed — 
Ay ! even within die polished irory gates 
Gleaned firom die spoils of hosts of dq)hants. 
Which shut the door 'gainst ai^:Ty discontent, . 
And shoold shut in security, dreams come. 
How dare they come to Nimrod when he 8le^>s ? 

ARCHPRIEST. 

How dares sleep come to Nimrod ere he bids ? 
Dreams are the life of sleep, and dreamless sleep 
The torpor of the sluggish soul ; despise it. 
And love the living sleep in which Baal speaks, 
Where act is effortless, and toil still rest. 

NIMROD. 

I hate the sleep I needs must have, the dreams 
Where will is crushed 'neath crowd of rebel 

thoughts; — 
Would that some food were found so nourishing 
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In renovating strength, to serve for sleep : 
Then day and night I'd feel hoth will and power 
Pace equal with my thoughts, ever supreme* 
Awake, I danger greet as minister 
Whose service makes and proves me God ; asleep, 
I dream, and shrink, and find I'm still hut man ; 
And then sleep goes and carries forth my dream. 
Hovering at distance in dim memory 
Yet mocking me, me Nimrod. Ha ! Archpriest, 
Thou art my father's oracle — thy hoast 
To clothe in human accents all he knows 
And would reveal. His son hids thee reveal : 
Tell me my dream ; hid the faint image ^j. 
In form thick, palpable, that I may grasp it, 
May grapple, and, so crushing, be again 
Myself, the all unfearing. 

ARCH PRIEST. 

Tell thy dream I 
I'll tell what it foretold. 

NIMROD. 

Tell what it was, — 
Or, juggling slave, thou diest. Thou didst declare 
That I am son of Baal. But that mine eyes 
Owning a kindred love for his fierce beams, 
My swelling thoughts, the towering height I've 
reached, 
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Further above the common herd than he 
Is still above his son, give surer proof, 
Fd doubt as I despise thy purposed speech. 
Tell then my dream, and prove thee Baal's true 

priest. 
Or own thou canst not tell it and thou diest, 
And III be priest myself. — Ay kneel and pray. 
For Baal must help thee now. 

[^Nimrod walks up and down in strong excite- 
ment. The Archpriest kneels as if prating. 
ARCHPRIEST laside^* 

To tell a dream 
He had entirely lost were easy task. 
And potent chain to bind him to my sway ; 
But he admits he half remembers it : — 
Ah I here invention falters. Baal, assist I 
Would thou indeed wert God I Fd give thee half 
My sway o'er these fond dupes to help me now ; 
For in that wholesale murderer's eye I see 
A purpose that is deadly if I fail ; — 
But, if I g^n, he is my own for ever. 
Even all his well drugged vanity saves not 
From some deriding doubts ; but, could I paint 
The vision which sat o'er his surfeit sleep. 
He is self-assured Baal's son, more sure my slave. 
But how to learn it ? Dreams are the dim refleid 
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Of thoughts, wants, fears, in secret memory stored. 
Made new and active agents when the mind 
Is left in sleep unflanked on either side 
By circumstance and reason ; when the eye 
Within the soul, sees as the soul suggests. 
Now what did Nimrod*s soul suggest to Nimrod ? — 
Nimrod himself shall tell his dream to me. 
Yet think *tis I who tell it. — Meanwhile I 
Have well improved this respite, for he deems. 
As on my knees I've raised imploring hands, 
I communed with his God. 

MM ROD [turns round]* 

Well, priest, art ready ? 
Has Baal my father answered thy appeal. 
And poured his knowledge through thy hrows now 

seamed 
With agonized entreaty ? 

ARCHPRi£ST [^aloud, rising^* 

Sovereign, thou 
Hast made demand which had it come from me 
Were instant death by lightning ; even from thee 
'Tis barely pardoned; and thy father gives 
Reproof while granting suit. 

NIMROD. 

Tell me my dream. 
And Baal may smile or frown; I will, must know. 
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Or— 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Hear, presumptuous king, for I will speak 
With all thy father's voice, who thus declares ; — 
Thy dream, at distance hovering, will come back 
When o'er the lazy dial his shadow creeps 
Two finger breadths — no more ; till then I'm silent. 
Now bid thy soldiers hew me to the ground ; 
I must wait Baal's revealing. 

NIMROD. 

Be it so : — 
I bide Baal's time. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Secure I wait it too, 
And let my thoughts meanwhile dwell on thy deeds. 
A town is ta'en, thy men have butchered all ; 
Cush, Admah both are dead, as Shaul reports : — 
I know not what he means. 

NIMROD. 

Dead — as the hand 
That grasped — ^their smiles slow stiffening into grin 
Of empty skulls — ^the roaring rattling bones I 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Did'st see the flash ? 

NIMROD. 

Wljat flash ? 
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ARCHPRIEST. 

Baal now would speak I 
Long had*st thoa tossed upon thy fevered couch ; 
Sudden thou wert upon thy throne; the scream 
Of the doomed wretch still stung thine aching ear. 
Not yet seared to thy will ; clouds swept around. 
While a cold dead man's hand grasped thine ; its joints 
Oozed with hlack poison as it dragged thee down. 
Through echoing vaults peopled with human wails, 
With curses, and the laugh that waits upon 
Despair to madness yielding ; then the hand 
Shrank into fetid dust. Thou wert alone — 
All dark and silent ; ages seemed to creep 
In a slow agony, till thou didst call 
For curses and for wails again to hreak 
The vacant silence and the gnawing thoughts, 
^Vlien the starved mind must feed upon itself, 
Living by its slow dying ; then one by one — 
Great Baal is't so? Thy beam that then revealed, 
1, sinner that I am, allowed to scape; 
For Nimrod thou with eye almost as bright 
Did'st glare upon me then. 

NIMROD. 

Aye — one by one ; 
And then the awfiil rush. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

It must be so«— 
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The next revealmeDt was a mastering crowd 
Of shapes from gloom dim growing into sight, 
Through the green light that flickers from decay. 
First Admahy Cosh came smiling ; as they saw 
Thy red and reeking hands, their smiles grew fixed 
Harder and harder, till they grinning wore 
The glare of eyeless skulls ; then million skulls 
Wearied thine eye constrained, while rattling hones 
Pealed jarring through thine ear, till sight and 

sound 
Pained more than theyast silence thou had'st scaped 
By their infliction ; frantic thou wouldst turn, — 
Wert met — 

NIMROD. 

'Twas not my dog with heads and flames, 
Nor that huge fierce club-bearer ShauL 

ARCHPRIEST [cWm/^]. 

I see! 
[Aloud2 • Thy dog dilated, swelled out to the bulk 
Of forest-crushing mammoth, glared on thee 
With eyes that like hot brass shot scorching beams, 
While mid its furnace mouth its smoking teeth 
Seemed dancing, tipt with fire. Thou tumed^st away 
From that fierce, glowing, threatening crater, when 
Another face, more dreadful than the first, 
Confronted thee with flames wild vomiting. 
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As from a roused volcano. One side only 
Of the terrific brute, was free from fire : — 
Ha, there again a head more hideous still, 
Mangling an infant in its dripping jaws ; 
The child thy troops bore quivering on a spear, 
(The gibbet has avenged that ruthless deed. 
Yet thou did'st bid them slay), while at its back 
A monster towering up to mountain height, 
With face like Shaul's, yet writhen hard, as if 
Wrath bartering all for vengeance there denied 
All that was human save remorseless power. 
Whirled round a club vast as the tower that stands 
Proud proof of thy wide sway — fit to crush hills. 
Or, dashing on the ocean, raise again 
A second deluge, islands to submerge. 
What daring could impel even Nimrod on 
These flaming jaws — that mountain-shattering 

club?— 
It was not fear. 

NIMROD. 

I dare to own 'twas fear: — 
Asleep I feared, waking Fd dare them all, 
The dead-alive, and Death's own withering stare. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

A ye. As th Q tumed'st, the gloom was peopled thick 
With living forms, yet shivering, waiting death. 
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Saffering a thoosand deiths in keen uofeoat; 
And some, with intuits alain, who courted death — 
Some in death's agon j, with ejes, all white. 
Turned in, and writhen lips — some newlj dead, 
Fest^ing and swellii^ 'neath their heaTing ihroods; 
But all alive to thee — grinning and pointing. 
As if Death honoured thee his heat ponrejor. 
And forced a life in death to dance before thee. 
Nor need I tell of the doll rattfing roar 
Of mountain heaps of booes which Death there 

shook. 
His music in th j praise, as hot lor due 
All still were life enjoying in die son ; 
Nor shall I tell thee how Death once or twice 
Flung back thy victims — stared thee in the fiiee 
Until the marrow shrank within thy bones 
And thou wert withmng to a corpse. I maj not 
Tell thee Death's aspect x—thoa art son of Baal, 
And death is thine to give, not thine to see. 

KIMBOD. 

The memory tortures now; — Ibfget die dream ! 

AACHPftlEST. 

I may not ; 'tis BaaTs mandate. — Xow, hesuned in 
By crowding, nearii^ shapes on every tide, 
nil air was stifling; sight, sound struck alike 
The chord that chimes with madness; when thy 
thought 
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In desperate bound rushed back— 

NIMROD. 

To Nabmah ; Priest. — 

ARCHPRIEST. 

The roar of bones softened to gentle music ; 
They seemed again to clothe themselves in flesh, 
And life came happy back to find a home. 
Now smiling faces turning to the door, 
Guarded so fearfully, made thee too turn : — 
Thy Nahmah stood behind the fiery dog 
And the huge monster with his tower-like club. 
The giant saw her; — instant he was Shaul 
Kneeling before her, as with gentlest hand 
She touched the hellish hound's all-flaming lips. 
Taking from out his jaws the crowing child. 
Then all the monstrous heads, together blended. 
Seemed one, and that a dear familiar one ; — 
Thy dog crouched at her feet ; while music came 
Rich freighted with her words — 

NIMROD. 

Did Nahmah speak ? 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Passing to pleased repose, thou scarce couldst hear; 
But Baal reveals to me what Nahmah spake. 

NIMROD. 

Speak it again ; 'twill soothe. 
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ARCHPRIEST. 

" Nimrod, I'm come 
*' To giye thee rest, and these thy victims free. 
^ Giye me too rest, my Nimrod ; it is death.** 
Then all was silence, peace, and full repose ; 
So full, that sleepy memory failed to keep 
The earlier terrors of thy dream. — The last. 
At least, is all mine own. [a#u^. 

MMROD. 

My friend — ^my father — 
Thou art of Baal the true interpreter. 
Bear with me while I think. [_Nimrodgoes aside, 
ARCHPfti£ST laside']' 

Baal speaks hy me. — 
Sure he told all. — *Twas a bold guess at first; 
Yet hint by hint, as the roused memory stung, 
I did but dress and paint, and now the dream 
Is better told than dreamt ; for the dull brain 
Of this rude soldier never could devise 
The horrors his coarse hand could perpetrate. 
I've ta'en the risk and won ; — now for the prize I 
1 made his visioned Nahmah ask for death ; 
She asks it and she dies, or dies our sway. 
The very priest I've taught becomes her slave. 
Then 'neath her eye could we her Nimrod dupe ? 
The maiden dies ! — [^Nimrod comes hack. 

F F 
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NIMROD. 

Whate'er my empire has 
Is thine ; asky have, for thou hast told my dream. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

I could not tell thy dream ; what sage could venture 
To map out thus the visions crowding round 
The eye of sleep capricious ? Yet I dared, 
Secure in the supernal power that proves 
lliee son of Baal, and me interpreter : — 
By Baal IVe told thy dream. 

NIMROD. 

Thou hast. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Then know ; 
Baal) who in affluent love hath this bestowed, 
Clmms from his son in turn — 

NIMROD. 

What can he ask, 
Or I withhold? 

ARCHPRIEST. 

The gift thy father claims 
Hg takes at noon, then by his darkened shrine 
Wait thou the bursting flash and voice that tells 
lliy sire is satisfied. 

NIMROD. 

Why not before him 
I Tcre, 'neath his smiling splendours ? 
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ARCHPRIEST. 

He paltered not 
When he gave answer ; wilt thou palter now ? 
He tests thy faith and nerve : night dreams affright. 
Dost fear thy father if he he not met 
Where all is wakeful day ? 

NIMROD. 

I fear him, I ? 
My dream now known, remembered, grappled with, 
No more my iron nerve can shake or quail. 
Ill go when thou dost say Baal bids me go ; 
And meet my fate alone ; I swear. Now, priest, 
Let him approve, or my defiance take. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Hush, hush, rash hero I Yet the sovereign Baal 
Loves the imperial boldness of his son. 
ni bid thee when I'm bid. — The hour approaches. 
And comes the victim too. But that I trust 
Her more than thee, proud minion, I had chosen 
A path less hazardous to find my throne. 

Enter Nahmah, and in the distance Shaul 
and dog. 

NIMROD. 

Hath the sun paused enamoured, that there comes 
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A mild yet richer light from each tree top, 

While freshness as from showers in sunshine's pause 

Gives the blade brighter green ? All smiles around. 

Methinks this joy delicious comes to me 

The latest gift of fortune; all too rich 

To last. Could death thus come and fix, then 

death — 
Ah I *tis that daring girl's triumphant smile, 
As she fell dead, that brightens thus. 'Tis more, 

[He turns round. 
"Hs Nahmah — 'tis my Nahmah. All now is mine. 
Nahmah my Queen ; for I am now the King, 
Of all kings master, and thou, too, art mmel 

NAHMAH. 

I was, I am ; but touch me not : — no queen. 
But Nimrod*s Nahmah, when my hero wakes 
To purer, loftier aim. Where, Nimrod, are 
Thy parents ? 

NIMROD. 

Nahmah, behold my father, god. 
Ruler of heaven, as I am ruler here. 

NAHMAH. 

Upon these tidings, Cush and Admah died; 
They faltering fled the scourge I must endure. 

NIMROD. 

Dead? mother, father, dead! To horse, to horse I 
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IVaste aO tiie nartk viifc fire— dxj^ afl--atke mv 
Their nmrderen &. 

KAHMAII. 

WouldrstTcngeaiicehaTv? Then take it. 
Thoa art their mniderer. Let sk die ftr thee. 

KmoD. 
Nahmah, not eren fitim thee sudi traitor voids 
Must to the king be said. They're^ 
My £ither fires for ever in die skj. 

KAHMAH. 

Thy father, motho*, shall for ei^er fire 

Aboye the sky. Thoo — kemer sting tli«i jjl 

My Nimrody where, in all fotority. 
Must I for ever se^ or hope to find 
Thy qnrit, now mad rdwl to thyw^. 
Thy kindred, and the all diqmisii^ Judge? 
An awfol d^t to outraged heaven thoa owest. 
But there is wealth divine to ransom thee. 
Oh, pray that it be given :-~bQt ask not now 
For prosperous life, — our lives must pass in grief;— 
Ask for the eternal safety and the joy 
Stored for the undeserving by His love; 
Tear off these tawdiy trappings <^ thy shame; 
Give to the winds, and bid them howling bear, 
Thy name of king for curse ; and spurn away 
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These callous ministers of guile and crime, 
Who make thee king, blasphemer, and their dupe. 
Goading thee on through crimes till mercy faints. — 
Yet no, my Nimrod ; I have seen, know, feel 
How mercy's soft arms sweep round utmost crime. 
For He will all endure. No sin waits doom 
But the ineffable, the hell -seared guilt. 
That would refuse His grace. Oh, seek that grace ; 
It gives repentance, brings from heaven the hope. 
The sure dawn of the eternal day. Come, love, 
Live, die with thine own Nahmah. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

See where thy dog 
Crouches at Nahmah's feet, despising thee. 

NIMROD. 

Peace, sneerer, peace. Is there for me such hope ? 

NAHMAH. 

For my own Nimrod, not the king. Thy home 
Now waits with me for Ninu*od. 

NIMROD. 

This overtasks 
My patience. How, before the Archpriest of Baal 
And million vassals watching, must I pray, 
As if I needed help, who have gained all ? 
Nahmah, come, share with me my boundless 8¥ray. 
But know, 'tis I who raise thee. Spurn my dog, 
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The pledge his son has giren. Another ple<%e 
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Baal? 
Hark! the glad thnndcr boqnds from dondtodood; 
Thy sire commands. — ^Now go. — This maiden's 

wish 
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Baal and myself sliall grant. 

NIMROD. 

Nahmah, I go. 
Oh, Baal, my Father, shall I ne'er again 
See thee thus in thy splendour, ne*er again 
Behold my Nahmah, thus in loveliness. 
Meek hending, yet, with eyes upturned to heaven, 
And in those eyes, though sad, such heavenly trust? 

That look tells all my history ere I felL 

Who dares to say I fell ? Tve risen above 
Myself, and now am — 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Nimrod, Son of Baal. 
Thy vow, thy oath, thy word, thou soldier king; 
Haste to the place where now thy Father waits thee. 

[B:nt Nimrod. 

Enter Priests and Crowd. 

PRIEST. 

The lingering shadow creeping to its place 
Approaches now to noon. Archpriest, art thou 
Prepared to tell what Baal would claim ? Speak 

then. 
The crowd impatient asks. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Maiden, what would'st thou ? 
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Thy wish, ere told, b gaaUd ; svom bj Ximrod, 
'Tis ratified to thee. 



Is Nimrod gooe? 
All gone before — he now ? Am I skxie ? 
Nahmah, Heaven still is near! Bat be, my loTe, 
M J other better sel^ my hero, gone 
To feed his passions, the ne'er satiate snakes 
That coil aroond his bruised and bomiiig heart. 
Quickening with stings its beats. Oh, could I save 
My Nimrod from such pangs ! I ask bat this. 

ARCH PRIEST. 

Thou canst. 

NAHMAH. 

I can ! Oh, harbinger of joy, 
Tell what may save my Nimrod. 
archpriest. 

Thy young death. 
Thy Nimrod swears to give his best to Baal. 
If thee, his best, he give not, he is forsworn. 
And a mean falsehood tops his heaped up crimes. 
Thou would'st not live with Nimrod as he is. 
Thou canst not living see him as he was ; 
While thy free yielded life, thy pure devotion, 
Thy quick self-sacrifice to save his fame, 

GG 
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With the time- hallowed grief o'er thy dear loss, 
May wake repentance in his softening heart ; 
Thus the dim future may be safe for both. 
Maiden, then, would*st thou live? 

NAHMAH. 

O Power Supreme, 
That art to me revealed Essential Love! 
How shall I thank thy gracious Providence 
So affluent, ever blessing ? My poor life 
Is sorry gift ; but were it all of bliss 
Compact, as my best, happiest dream could paint, 
rd give all joyous for the better joy. 
To die for Nimrod, and in hope to die. 

[ To the Archpriest. 
Stranger, I thank — I bless thee. Say I'm ready 
To die in what mode suits them. Be it brief, 
It' 5iich their mercy ; or, if lingering, I 
Trustt by endurance I may better prove 
My love for him. 

4 RCH PRIEST. 

This maiden, Nimrod*s bride, 
Would give herself for Nimrod. 

CROWD. 

She is the gift. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

\ nd is the sacrifice. Now, worshippers. 
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Know Nbnrod keeps the word he pledged. 

PRIEST. 

Say how ? 

ARCHFRIEST. 

This maiden, 'mong a pile of faggots heaped. 
Shall hlazing give a sun from earth to heavoi. 
And pay the snn, in splendour like his own. 
For what he gave in Nimrod. 

SHAUL. 

Black villain, darest ? 
Thou hypocrite, thou pandar, Kar, pnest, — 
Up, Nimrod's dog — tear down his Nahmah's foes I 
Why, coward, art thou mute? 

NAHMAH. 

My kind good ShauU 
The dog is mute because your Nahmah goes 
To peace. The path is pleasant ; would'st thou stop 
Thy Nahmah on her journey to the skies ? 

SHADL. 

Then shall I not be left. I and the dog, 
Sole remnants of thy Nimrod left to thee, 
We walk with thee to death. 

NAHMAH. 

Ay, come with me, 
That some m^^ kindly smile upon me dying. 
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Now, Death, I'm tbine. How is't Death seems a 

child 
New bom of heaven, who beckons from yon sky ? 
Lovely, eternal child, to thee I come ! 

ARCHPklEST. 

Is all prepared ? 

PRIEST. 

All. 

ARCHPRIEST. 

Then onward to the stake. 

Scene IV. 

Above the Plain of Babel, while the Martyrdom 
o/*Na[]Mah is being consummated, Spii*its in 
the air* 

CHORUS. 

The fall, the deluge leave their trace ; 

Must stain more foul their stains efface ? 

And can we such a scene endure, 

Yet still be spirits calm and pure ? 

Where cruelty is now enthroned. 

And faith and love rejected, scorned, disowned. 

The maid is led to sacrifice 

For demon's end, by priest's device ; 
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Her lover mad in pride hath gone 
To he for ever more alone ; 
Needing, yet spuming sympathy, 
His goad undying till he die ; 
And after death, whatever hetide. 
For ever desolate is pride. 

Enter Abdiel. 

ABDIEL. 

Spirits, why here in douht or wrath convened ? 
Your Nahmah's gentle life is known to me, 
And I too watch her final trial come. 
Look on unmoved as meek she goes to death. 
The dog near following with faithful Shaul, 
And one, too, who reveres her, though unknown. 
She stands. Her eye, quick flashing on the sun, 
Bears with unwinking strength his rudest heams. 
And now the time draws nigh. The shadow nears. 
It comes — ^it points. Hark, hear the yelling shriek 
That tells the Son of Baal to Baal now gives 
His dearest gift. Veil not thy face, proud Sun I 
Nor turn disgusted from this sight accurst. 
This is Heaven's purpose, thou its instrument ; 
From evil hringing good. Look now to earth, 
And see a better sun in Nahmah's eyes. 
What beams were ever lent by sun to earth 
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Approaching to that radiance ? 'Tis the Light, 
Infant, un mingled, near to its hlest fount, 
Where Love, a richer light, for ever dwells. 
Both ever giving life. Hark, the fierce crowd 
Screams out " Give Baal his gift :" who'll save her 
now? 

CHORUS. 

We the puissant angels shall. 

Would Heaven or thou now disenthrall 

Our energies ;— our passing hreath 

Would whelm her murderers, scattering death. 

ABDIEL. 

Then be your might unfettered, as your thoughts 
Unchecked ; presumptuous, arrogant, self-willed. 
Yet not rebellious, for no selfish wish 
Intrudes to make you base — what power prevents ? 

CHORUS. 

The powers by which the planets run 
In measured circuits round the sun ; 
The powers which meet the comet, turn 
The mischief, or the world would bum ; 
These mighty powers together band 
To save the maid ; who can withstand? 

ABDIEL. 

Nahmah herself — for to this agony 
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She yields with firee resolTe, while eren on earth 

She might have potent champions. Mark the eye 

Of that majestic dog now glaring on 

The yielding, shrinking crowd ; See in that eye 

A spirit power all-daring, all-defying, 

Akin to yours, save that it cannot hoast. 

The dumh dog can hut dare, and would dare all — 

Meet mangled horrid death to save your Nahmah : 

While Ludim, Shaul, each bold, armed and devoted. 

Eager to peril all, might rescue bring, — 

Why stand all mute, inactive ? Spirits, leam^ 

These creatures of a day, who come and go, 

These aggregates of atoms, vital made 

This hour or year, then atoms as they were. 

Possess some all-surpassing privilege 

To throw a tendril, that finds root and growth 

Even where the Awful Presence interdicts 

The approach of high archangel. This attribute 

The dying girl displays ; the dog is stilled 

Mute crouching at her feet ; while, to her words 

Obedient, Shaul and Ludim fold their arms, 

And see, with conquered patience, Nahmah led 

Within the bundles of dry heaped-up wood. 

Thirsting throughout for fire. She stands ; 'tis 

lighted : — 
Spirit of fire, thine agents are not slow. 
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Look now upon tbem in their rich repast, 

And see a richer banquet in her eyes, 

That, heavenward turning, seem to bend the heaven 

To come and join the blazing. List — dost hear ? 

The word is " Nimrod," not her last — that is 

" Redeemer." Now the crackling waves of flame 

Surge, hiss, and smoke about the hallowed spot. 

Hiding from every eye the awful pass, 

By which the soul in agony gets free. 

By which the body to the dust returns. 

To wait till Heaven reanimate again 

The form that scarce was earthly. All is done. 

Nahmah is dead ! The dog gives one low moan, 

Then with a bound he bursts the fiery screen^ 

Nor groan escapes him dying. Ludim alone, 

( For happy Shaul has leapt into the flames. 

His last wish satisfied, to share her fate,) 

Moves with a proud despair from the foul scene. 

To wither with the tidings Nimrod's heart. 

But Nahmah is at rest. For her, time had not 

A future, save of woe ; now, time is past. 

And woe with time. Would you, she lingered still ? 

CHORUS. 

Abdiel, we see, we own. 
The joy that angels feel 
Fails not though wiser heaven disown 



SC. IV. NiMROD. 233 

Our blinded aim though kind, our all mistaken 

zeal. 
Our mighty powers are 
Directed best by Him who thinks for every star. 

ABDIEL. 

Spirits, ye have instruction and reproof 

Ta'en with meek chastened joy ; such the sure sign 

Of your unfailing safety. Mourn the living, 

To whom repentance may not come ; mourn not 

Her who is now at rest. Rejoice in hope, 

Patiently waiting till Heaven all reveal, 

And Love with Life the endless compact seal. 

[Ejteunt 
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EPILOGUE. 

Over the Top of Ararat, 
Raphael alone. 

RAPHAEL. 

THE fiend prevails. The meaner spirit knovs 
How vain his boasting to create a bliss 
Self-centered, self-upheld. He cannot die, 
Yet will not live content. How then endure 
An endless discontent ? Such lot is hell. 
Content alone sustains our ceaseless joy ; 
Ambition sinks in full fruition felt, 
Ever receiving, ever satisfied ; 
Yet knowing more will come ; patience is joy, 
And expectation realised delight. 
For higher bliss, — some radiance passing all 
That ever fed with rapture our glad eyes, — 
Shall rise even from this world, now sport of fiends, 
The home of tyrants, dungeon for their slaves, 
Where man defaces nature. This better light 
Is what the pregnant future shall evolve. 
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Meanwhile mj present dnkj daam mj tbongiit : 
Abaddcma now balled, capdre rotei 

Enter Abdiei. amd Ckonu ofSpiritg, with 
Abaddoha hammd, 

CHORUS. 

Raphael, agam be£Dn th j throne 
Pride 8 latest slave we capdre bring ; 
Bid him that bondage vile disown. 
And soar with us on lore's bright wing. 

We would no penance harsh impose. 
Would gladly see him free and pore : 
Why still, disdaining c cascl eM woes. 
Will he the proud fiend's sway endure ? 

ABADDONA. 

Pronounce thy doom ! My will is still mine own. 
Nor rebel, though it teiTe thee. I have failed. 
By choosing Nimrod ; who, mere tool of fiends. 
Is fitted for mad misdiief, not for thought ; 
While Nahmah — 

RAPHAEL. 

She soars beyond thee now. But see, 
Thy conqueror comes, proud sophist, who will reap 
Fall harvest from thy seed. He, too, is bound. 
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Enter Spirit of Fire with Satan also hound. 

SPIRIT OF FIRE. 

Raphael, by me the deed was done ; 
Nahmah, through agony, hath won 
Release from life's mean woes. 

My fires I could not, would not stay ; 
Nahmah*8 own will gave them their sway ; 
By them she found repose. 

But why was cruel death her choice ? 
Why must pale grief now want her voice 
And smile, even grief to cheer ? 

Woe heaped on woe o'er her prevailed, 
Till fiery death, as friend, she hailed. 
The cause of all is here : 

The fires He kindles sear the heart. 
Quicken a sting in death's dull dart. 
Make pain survive the tomb : 

Such fires contend in vain with light; 
And vanquished irom the unequal fight. 
He too is brought for doom. 

RAPHAEL. 

Satan , thou'rt powerless now. The Spirit of Fire, - 
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Whose sigh is earthquake^ shaking provinoes. 
And tombing crowded cities, at whose toodi 
The huge volcano qniTprs, then sends forth 
Rivers of roaring lava, roshii^ down 
To meet the hisang ocean, who awaits 
The frown that dooms the planet, then, enwrapt 
In floods of flame, whirls it a new made sun 
Tossing in wastefbl agony through space, — 
The Lord of universal fire, to whom 
Thy hell is but worst colony, now holds thee. 
And on my mandate could more torture give 
Than all thy hell has known. 

SATAX. 

Then bid him, Slave, 
There's nought thou canst inflict that 111 not bear. 
Task now thy heaven-taught cruelty ; invent 
New fires, worse agonies, that I may smile 
And vex both thee and thine by my endurance. 
Let now Heaven's full strained power, Heaven's 

affluent hate 
Be heaped at once ; do all, as I dare all ; 
That after mitigation may be bliss, 
In spite of hell and thee. But then thy word, 
Which bade me act unfettered, was a lie. 
Is such now sanctioned among angels too? 
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RAPHAEL. 

Thou could'st now all endure ! Spirits, bear witness 
Satan proclaims there's nought he may not bear. 
Spirit of Fire, release thy helpless captive. 

[Satan is unbound. 

But, Satan, know, this Spirit who presides 

O er fire, on whom destruction eager waits, 

Is angel still, mild, merciful as those 

Who sentinel the holiest gate of heaven. 

Where humble prayers find entrance oped by love : 

*Tis fit he brought thee here ; as thou shalt know. 

SATAN. 

What can remove the stain of broken pledge ? 
Not even thy Master's will, if such it be. 
For all Heaven's tyranny the cause assumed. 
The compact thou thyself did'st make, IVe kept ; 
Nimrod was mine, if I could make him mine ; 
He is soldier, king, and tyrant ; what more proof 
Would ye that he is mine ? 

RAPHAEL. 

Art so assured ? 
He yet may scape thy toils. 

SATAN. 

The king is safe 
In reverend hands of solemn holy priests ; 
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So, confident, I left him, and was found. 
By this fire-fiend thy slave. 

ABDIEL. 

Seraph, what means 
This gradual brightening 'neath the noon-day sun ? 
Lol Ararat's white peaks all blush and glow. 
As if some better mom on day did dawn. 

SATAN. 

Let me begone. 

RAPHAEL. 

Tis an unusual light ; 
The clouds come clustering round, growing more 

red. 
As if they would shut out the sun, that earth 
May share alone in glory dawning now. 

SATAN. 

I would away where millions for me wait. 

RAPHAEL. 

The something that draws nigh thrills us ere seen 
With chastened holy joy ; if thou would'st share 
Or shun the vision, whatsoe'er it prove, 
Thou'rt free to go or stay. 

SATAN. 

Is this a sneer? 
Art thou half demon, though still slave of heaven? 
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RAPHAEL. 

No sneer. Thou didst defy us in the might 
That all endurance gives 'gainst whelming power ; 
I answered not thy taunts ; an angel never [give 
Should taunt with taunt retort. Thou now mayest 
A proof of thine endurance. Wilt thou stay? 

SATAN. 

I would — I will. 

ABDIEL. 

Intenser comes the light, 
Deepening to spirit music — ^bringing joy — 

SATAN. 

I leave you, and my scorn — 

RAPHAEL. 

Scorn not — endure. 

SATAN. 

I cannot. [jEartV Satan. 

Enter Spirit of Nahmah. 

CHORUS. 

Now, now the new-born light is known, 
And well the clouds may hide the sun ; 
When mom like this to-day hath grown. 
The weak sun's poorer race is run. 
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spirit of nahmah. 
My brothers, you, immortal bom, 
Taste not of death. I now look back on death. 
Can your joy equal mine? Thou mightier being 
Of loftier aspect and brow more serene, 
Thou too art brother. All who love the source 
Of parent life are brothers, sisters joined. 
I greet you all. My name was Nahmah once. 

RAPHAEL. 

And shall be ever Nahmah. Sister, say 

Why we but see thy light-dispensing eyes 

And hear thy tones of love, while the proud flames 

That nestle round thee, pleased as if they found 

A better home, thus giving thee their robe, 

Make all beside obscure ? 

SPIRIT OF NAHMAH* 

I may not say 
How furnished or attended ; ask me not : 
Heaven's time will all reveal. Yet am I spirit, 
And now with spirits equal kind discourse 
Thus unabashed exchange. I've come to thee. 
For it is borne upon my expanding thoughts 
That thou hast choice to give, I choice to make. 

RAPHAEL. 

Range with thought's freedom, traverse with 
thought's speed, 

I I 
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Spirit now freed from dust. 

SPIRIT OF NAHMAH. 

The sun, like star 
At growing dawn, is faintly twinkling now. 

RAPHAEL. 

Then downward cast thy gaze and say what meets it. 

SPIRIT OF NAHMAH. 

I see far stretching mid the thickening gloom, 
A path that leaves creation ; stars now wane. 
Now die in distance ; downward still it goes. 
Blackening to all-unmitigated night, 
Where nought may live or think — Ha! can it be ? 
Is't life ? These flitting, restless beings seem 
To live ; but can aught live, thus placed below 
Creation ? *Tis a wide unlightened waste — 
Nor sun, nor stream, nor plant, nor beast to mark 
The ascending links of being ! Nought has life 
Save they whom consciousness hath left but pain. 
And conscience, and remembrance, to make woe 
The dreary food of life : they flit incessantly, 
Each anxious rushing, doubting, reaching ; then 
Disgust, despair : — again each rushes, doubts 
And finds despair ; each sees unpainted truth ; 
Each vainly seeks delusion : sure thus ever 
Beats the fierce pulse of hell ! 
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RAPHAEL. 

Tis earth's desire, 
Earth's aim and gain made endless, and 'tis hell. 
What see'st thou further, spirit ? 

SPIRIT OF NAHMAH. 

I see a woman 
Whom once on earth in a dear dream I saw, 
A blessed dream that changed me, made me think 
And, thinking, ask and have. The same sad eyes 
The same majestic form erect in grief. 
That lends a dignity earth's joy knows not ; 
And one beside her slowly moving on ; 
Both heedless of the burning soil they tread. 
The air made thick with fire, and yelling shrieks 
Of woe that vainly calls for madness. On 
They pass unflinching mid the anxious rout 
That flit about them. His is form like thine, 
Or yours, my brother spirits ; but how wasted I 
The all-defiUng smoke of hell taints not 
His angel beauty, yet hell's woe is fixed 
More sad because he moans not ; ever joined. 
The mmd, the angel, move on hand in hand, 
And in each look would seem undying love, 
Yet love blent with despair — love all without 
Its life, which is communion ; each fears to speak. 
Dreading complaint : — oh would that I might tell 
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Nor hell nor pain could ere evoke complaint 
Except at separation ! Bid them speak* 

RAPHAEL. 

It may not be : in silence ever thus 
They wander on, unless — 

SPIRIT OF NAHMAH. 

Oh say what change 
Is possible to hope for I 

RAPHAEL. 

I may not 
Thou see'st a cherub vi^ho, in the old world, 
For maid like thee made forfeit of his state, 
And now must here abide ; thou see'st a maid 
Whose tortured body, like thine own, now sleeps 
Within the earth thou'st left. To her was given 
To soar and join us in our peaceful sphere. 
Or own the undying ties which love can weave, 
Yea, even when love forgets her heavenly birth : 
Thou see'st the choice she made. 

SPIRIT OF NAHMAH. 

She bides in pain ; 
But yet her lover saves from half his hell, 
Which but for her he ne'er had to endure ; 
And he still clings to her, though silent both. 
This love — 



1 
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RAPHAEL. 

Cast now thy gaze on high ; what see'st ? 

SPIRIT OF NAHM AH. 

How is it, that Tve passed the awful waste 
That seemed unending as I darted throogh ? — 
Lo ! suns are swarming round me bearing each 
Fresh beauty to the worlds that grateful wheel 
Round their life-giTing parents. Oh this is heaven. 
To see how nature lavisheth her gifts. 
Gifts satisfying all, all pleased ! Am I 
In heaven ? 

RAPHAEL. 

Within the universal heaven 
Thou art, and wert even 'mid the deepest gloom 
From which thou hast ascended ; where the will 
I s heavenward, there heaven's ensigns stream abroad. 
For what is heaven but happiness, or what 
Is happiness but heaven-attuned mind ? 
But up, up, up, blest spirit ! thou must soar 
Up towards the heaven of heavens, to us as yet 
Not opened, nor to thee; yet thou shalt see 
Some glimpses of its beauty. What see'st thou? 

SPIRIT OF NAHM AH. 

A world surpassing all these lustrous suns, 
With light that blazes not, mild beaming on 
A wide expanse of fields and swelling hills, 
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Where green of ground and azure in the sky 
In friendly rivahry contend to make 
Each object beauteous more, the more tis seen. 
I see each flower made sentient by delight ; 
And fluttering o'er these happy sentient flowers. 
Each like a flower, are flocks of innocent birds, 
That seem detached from the loved soil for change 
And new enjojnoient, crowding the glad air 
With living fragrance, while the air, the ground. 
The meanest atom has a conscious life 
Of joy which changes oft, but still is joy, 
Secure against all chances. Wearied then, 
(For heaven first effort asks, then gives repose,) 
These flower-like birds soft nestle on their stalks 
And straight are flowers again, till roused from sleep 
They start anew, ambitious for the air, 
Where new delights await them; while the flowers, 
Like dreaming birds, at times give broken forth 
Some snatches of their song. Then all is still 
In rest that brings no surfeit ; but each note. 
Each motion, each repose is truth assured, 
And an eternal, full security, [comes 

To which change brings but bliss. And now there 
A something 'kin to winds in gentlest sweep, 
With music breathing o'er each blade and tree : 
I see bright beings like thyself move there ; 
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Each, meeting, with a glance tells all he knows, 
Knows all his brother's thought, and parting then 
Bears added blessing, till another meeting 
Shall give still more ; contentment's serious smile, 
That ne*er knew doubt or fear, unchanging dwells 
On their immortal features. Yet each looks 
To where the light he lives in brighter glows, 
Announcing something better still than light 
In heaven not yet attained. They see, admire ; 
But that more radiant path to better heaven 
Allures them not ; the luxury of hope 
Is foreign still from their serene delight ; 
Each has, and is content. 

RAPHAEL. 

Then hast thou seen 
The utmost heaven as yet to angels given. 

SPIRIT OF NAHMAH. 

Is this thy heaven ? 
Why did I leave the earth ? 

RAPHAEL. 

Spirit, what mean*st thou ? 

SPIRIT OF NAHMAH. 

While on the earth I saw — 'twas given to me — 
A vision, dream, or call it what thou wilt, 
A sight more heavenly than the heaven I see. 



248 Epilogue. 

ABDIEL. 

Raphael, the light our sister spirit wears, 
As she would speak of heavenly vision seen, 
Blazes too bright e'en for angelic eyes, 
Yet unprepared for such. 

RAPHAEL. 

Brother, I thank thee. 
We too shall see it when heaven*s time is come. 
Now, Nahmah*s spirit, list; to thee was given, 
And not to thee as spirit but as woman, 
A sight of that on which eternity 
Will turn ; what 'tis we ask not ; yet thy smile 
Is prophecy of joy surpassing ours, 
Which we would patient wait for, still content 
Through wide creation hast thou ranged with us ; 
Now make thy choice. To earth thou mayest return, 
And with earth's spirit o*er thy Nimrod watch ; 
Or soar with me among the spheres, to share 
The mighty task of ruling worlds, bestowed 
On thee as Heaven's Vicegerent ; or range at will. 
All independent, till thy knowledge be 
Full satiate — yet it ne'er can reach the point 
Whereat creative goodness offers not 
New marvels for enquiry ; or ascend 
And dwell unchallenged as a sister 'mong 
The nearer worshippers beside the throne, 
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And see love, light, yet infant, from their source, 
Fast growing into goodness. Or would*st thou, 
Thy love still hallowing its pure offering 
Even on an altar hase, clothe thee with flesh 
And share the lot of Nimrod : what thou wouldst, 
Heaven grants to thee ;— declare. 

SPIRIT OF NAHMAH. 

To share the fate 
Of Nimrod still my love ; or soar at once. 
Forgetting, as forgotten now I am ; 
Or govern worlds ; or knowledge cull from out 
The stores exhaustless of all nature's God ; 
Or dwell for ever near Him and be blest 
In His new purposes of deathless love : — 
My Nimrod, oh my Nimrod, am I still 
On earth, the place of sad perplexity ? — 
My Vision comes again all doubt to quell : 
There, there alone is safety, there is peace. 
Brothers, I know not where I now must go, 
But know that 'tis to glory and to joy 
Transcending even your own. — The choice I leave 
To HIM whose death redeems me. 

[^Spirit ofNahmah disappears. 

RAPHAEL. 

We see her not ; 
Yet still the path she cleft mid kindred light 

K K 
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Sends back its pure reflection to make earth 
In radiance match our heaven. — ^Abaddona ! 
Nahmah in meekness soars ; can thy poor pride 
Still cling to the^ ? 

ABADDONA. 

What mean*8t thou ? 

RAPHAEL. 

Did*st not see ? 
lliou wert with her, with us, where deepest night 
Frowns upon fixed despair ; and then where hope 
Gives dawn of day too bright even for our eyes. 

ABADDONA. 

I saw the archfiend baffled, and I saw 
Thy fear or pity spare him. 

RAPHAEL. 

Pride saw the fiend, 

But could not see the enfranchised human soul : — 

Pride needs no doom. Unbind him. Roam unblest, 

Thyself thine own tormentor. Mercy waits 

In vain for pride ; yet mercy asked is given 

When meekness masters pride. 

[^Ejcit Abaddon a. 

This earth we leave, 

Our mission unaccomplished. Yet the task. 

For us too vast, ere long shall be achieved. 

Then evil banished or absorbed and lost 

Shall no more blight creation. Meanwhile wait 
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Heaven's full revealment, and in duty find 
Your present heaven, the meek, contented mind. 
[^Ea:eunt Raphael and AhdieL 

CHORUS. 

Here would we stay, 
Content to wait. 
Though sin and sorrow men enthrall, 
Till under death's all- covering pall, 
They pass away. 
Unseen their fate ; 
Though passions fierce their transient life despoil 
Of its few peaceful hours, snatched from exhausting 
toil. • 

For dawn first steals 
From darkest night ; 
And sin and sorrow, at their worst, 
Form but the tomb from whence shall burst 
The Power that heals 
Creation^s blight : 
Then Justice, smiling on man's deathless peace, 
Shall bid sin wound no more, and woe for ever 
cease. 



THE END. 



• C. WHITTINGHAM, CHISWICK. 
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